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DOCTOR ANTONIO. 



CHAPTER I. 

Great and Small. 

On a fine sunny aftemoon of early April^ in the year 1840, 
an elegant travelling carriage was rattling, at the füll speed 
of four post-horseSy over the road, famous among tourists as 
the Comice Road, and which runs along the western Riviera 
of Genoa, from that city to Nice. 

Few of the public highways of Europe are more favoured 
than this — few, at any rate, combine in themselves three 
such elements of natural beauty as the Mediterranean on 
one side, the Apennines on the other, and overhead the 
splendours of an Italian sky. The industry of man has done 
what it could, if not to vie with, at least not to disparage 
Nature« Numerous towns and villages, some gracefuUy 
seated on the shore, bathing their feet in the silvery wave, 
some stretching up the mountain sides like a Hock of sheep, 
or thrown picturesquely astride a lofty ridge, with here and 
there a solitary sanctuary perched high on a sea-washed cliff, 
or half lost in a forest of verdure at the head of some glen; 
marble palaces and painted villas emerging from sunny vine- 
yards, gaily flowering gardens, or groves of orange and 
lemon trees; myriads of white casini with green jalousies 
scattered all over hills, once sterile, but now, their scanty 
soil propped up by terrace shelving above terrace, clothed 
to the top with olive-trees, — all and everything, in short, of 
man's handiwork, betokens the activity and ingenuity of a 
tasteful and richly-endowed race. 
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The road, in its olpedieivce ito ;the capricious indentations 
of the coasty is irregulär and^erpent-like ; at one time on a 
level with the sea, it passHci; 'between hedges of tamarisk, 
aloes^ and Oleander, at another winds up some steep moun- 
tain side, through dark pine forests, rising to such a height 
that the eye recoils terrified from looking into the abyss be- 
low; here it disappears into galleries cut in the living rock, 
there comes out upon a wide expanse of earth, sky, and 
water; now tums inland, with a seeming determination to 
force a passage across the mountain, anon shoots abruptly 
in an opposite direction, as if bent upon rushing headlong 
into the sea. The variety of prospect resulting from this 
continual shifting of the point of view is as endless as that 
ofFered by the everchanging combinations of a kaleidoscope. 
Could we but give this sketch a little of the colouring, — real 
colouring, of the country, what a picture we should make of 
it! But we cannot. It is past the power of words to shadow 
out the brilliant transparency of this atmosphere, the tender 
azure of this sky, the deep blue of this sea, the soft grada- 
tions of tone tinting these wavy mountains , as they lap one 
over the other. The palette of a Stanfield, or a D'Azeglio, 
would scarcely be equal to the task. 

Amid such scenery the carriage just introduced to the 
reader's notice roUed briskly on. It was as fine a piece of 
workmanship as ever issued from the hands of a first-rate 
London coach-maker, light, elegant, well balanced, capa- 
cious, comfortable- looking, and wanting in none of the 
appendages that bespeak rank and wealth,from the (scarcely 
visible on the dark well-varnished panels) miniature coat- 
of-arms, with numerous quarterings, surmounted by the 
bloody hand, that fixed the position held by the travellers, 
on the social ladder of GreatBritain,to the smart lady's-maid 
and somewhat portly man out of livery, who showed their 
appreciation of the fine Nature around, by slumbering 
placidly in the rumble. 

The two occupants of the inside, an elderly gentleman 
and a young lady, evidently father and daughter, seemed, if 
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one might judge from appearances, as insensible as theii 
servants to the various beauties soliciting their admiration. 
White sailsy gliding, like huge swans, over the heaving 
wavesy fruit trees, so laden with blossoms as to look less 
like trees tlian overgrown nosegays, fields yellow with 
daffodil, blue with anemone, white with long-stenimed Star 
of Bethlehem, hoary rocks, armed at every crevice with the 
lance-hke leaves of gigantic aloes,passed in rapid succession 
by our travellers, equally unnoticed or disregarded. 

Half buried in a heap of cushions, pillows, and shawls, 

the young lady lay at füll length, trying hard to sleep ; but 

though her cheek was pale with fatigue, and a blue circle 

round her eyes spoke sadly of want of rest, sleep refused to 

come, as her incessant change of position, her jerks and 

moans of childish impatience, clearly showed to her com- 

panion. A fair specimen she was of a type of beauty, not 

rarely met with in England , especially among the higher 

classes — a type uniting characteristics that would seem in- 

compatible, a stamp of distinction akin to haughtiness, and 

an almost ideal suavity of outline. The veil of languor 

spread over her person,gave her loveliness a peculiar charm, 

one irresistibly touching. Nature, who had made this girl 

so beautiful, seemed to have written on her every feature 

"fragile.*' The thin blue veins marbling her temples, the 

soft azure of her eye, the maiden-blush cleamess of the skin, 

were but too suggestive of the transitory bloom and beauty 

of some delicate flower. The hair, locks of which strayed 

here and there out of their elegant prison of embroidered 

ganze, had that rieh golden hue with which the Italian 

painters adorn the heads of cherubs. Altogether, hers was 

as gracefnl and fairy-like a form as ever human eye rested 

on, such as an an gel would choose if condemned to assume 

a mortal shape, just corporeal enough to attest humanity, 

yet sufficiently transparent to let the celestial origin shine 

through. 

Sir John Davenne — for such was the name of the elderly 
gentleman by the side of this fair creature — sat lost in a 
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14 DOCTOR ANTONIO. 

put into the traces, and one of the quiet hind horses taking 
his place; while the postilion, with native fluency, persisted 
in asseverating that there was no danger, that the plungmg 
and rearing of the leader was caused by the knockmg of the 
splinter bar against his legs, and that he could put that to 
rights in no time. 

At last the energetic pantomime of the Italian lad, for 
the postilion was not above twenty, gave John a glimpse of 
his interlocutor's meaning. The fact pointed out by the 
youth was so evidently one, though perhaps not the sole 
cause of the horse's restlessness, that John, glad to be 
spared any more arguing to so little purpose, and also at 
some cost to his dignity, readily accepted the explanation; 
and having reported to his master that there was only a 
trifle wrong with the harness, which would be remedied 
directly, climbed back gravely to his comfortable seat by 
Miss Hutchins. 

The postiUon had just begun to try shortening the chains 
of the bar, so that it should not strike against the horse, 
whistling loudly the while, when the gig, which had been 
left behind, came up and stopped by his side, without his 
having heard or seen it. "Hallo, Prosperol" said a voice, 
which made the young man simultaneously Start, look up, 
and take ofF his hat with some precipitation, " what the devil 
is the matter with you to-day? Do you know, you stupid 
boy, that you have been within an ace of pitching me into 
the sea?*' 

"Pitching Vossignoria into the seal*' exclaimed Prospero, 
with an odd mixture of anger and distress in his voice. 
*^Vossiffnoria knows I would rather be drowned myself a 
hundred times. But this is not the Signor^s calessino, and 
how could I guess the Signor was in it?'' 

"And what had that to do with the matter?'* retorted 
the voice of the so addressed "Sigpior" angrily. "What 
does it signify whether it was I or the Great Khan of Tar- 
tary? How dare you, sir, play with the life of any one? It 
is your business and duty to take care that the horses you 
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drive be not the death of peaceable Citizens. Do you 
hear?'' 

Prospero, now thoroughly humbled, said he was very 
sorry, and would do bis best that the like should not happen 
again. 

** Very well; but what horse is that you have got there?" 
continued the voice; and a band stretched forth from under 
the hood of the cdUssino pointqd to the extra horse. 

^'It is a new one, Signor; it came to the Stahles only 
yesterday. He's a fidgety beast.'^ 

'^Fidgety you call bim. Bagoidlal he's as vicious an 
animal as I ever saw, and one your master ought not to put 
to any carriage with Christians inside. I have been watch- 
ing your fidgety beast for the last quarter of an hour. Take 
good advice while it is yet time, Prospero ; instead of fasten- 
ing that buckle, undo it, and let the horse find its own way 
back to San Remo.^' 

Had Prospero been a man of fifty, with an established 
character as a post-boy, the probabilities are that he might 
have accepted of good advice; but he was a mere lad, as we 
have Said, füll of courage and confidence in the strength of 
bis own anns, and with an ardent desire to be known as a 
first-rate whip on the road. Now, to send back a horse, 
under the drcumstances, was tantamount to the confession 
of bis own inability to manage him — a confession that 
Prospero's self-love and ambition alike forbade. Postilions 
have their point of honour as well as the people they drive. 

So Prospero replied, with some cunning, '^Leave him on 
the road, Signor, you mean, for how would he ever find bis 
way back, when we got him only yesterday, and that from 
Inland? A pretty scrape I would be in with master, if I were 
to tum the horse loose here! But there is no danger,'' con- 
tinued Prospero, recovering bis good humour and politeness, 
^any beast would kick if he had a great piece of wood fiap- 
ping against bis legs every step he took. See here, Signor, 
if I let down the ropes a bit, and shorten up the chain, so as 
to keep the bar pretty stifT, hell go as quiet as a lamb." 
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^ Well 9 you ought to know best," answered the voice; 
'*3X all eventSy keep a sharp look-oot on him, and try next 
time you come up with me, not to npset me, or give me a 
cold bathy if you can help it" 

These last words were said good-humouredly; die posti- 
lion showed all bis white teeth m the menry langh with 
which he received the recommendation, and made a low 
bow as the gig drove off. # 

This dialogue, of course not tinderstood by the English 
travellers, lasted scarcely two minutes; the manner of speak- 
ing of both interlocutors being rapid and indsive. The 
voice of the invisible one was remarkable for its richness of 
tone, and natural management of what it may be allowable 
to call the ckiaro$curo of speech. When we say motnSfo, we 
mean with respect only to those within the carriag^, who, 
the two vehides standing one before the other in nearly the 
same line, could see nothing of the person in thehooded 
gig, but the band with which he had pointed to the horse. 

The lengthening of the ropes and the shortening of the 
chains being at last accomplished, it was not long before 
the great English carriage once more passed the democratic- 
looking calessino, but this time at a very gentle pace, and 
not tili after every sort of whistle, cry, or call a throat could 
give forth, and every possible signal a whip is capable of, 
had been rung through the air by the repentant Prospero. 
Sir John Davenne gave a sigh of relief as they passed. Odd 
enough, the Baronet had condescended to take a personal 
dislike to the calessino^ and he hoped that he had seen it 
now for the last time. Ah! Sir John Davenne, there is a 
legend or motto older than even the Crusades, "L'homme 
propose, Dieu dispose." The shy horse was behaving well 
for the time being, Miss Davenne was now fairly asleep, so 
all bis causes for uneasiness or annoyance being at once 
removed, Sir John relapsed into his former reverie, which, 
in another few minutes , and in spite of one or two manful 
efforts, became a most flagrant doze. 

A little after Sir John had closed bis eyes, the road« 
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which for some time had been going up hill, began to de- 
scend. For a good mile it ran sloping zigzag round a barren 
reddish clifT that jutted into the sea, tili, at a sharp tuming 
to the right, there opened to view the last but most rapid 
part of the declivity, then a run of no more than two hun- 
dred paces on a level with the sea. Here the road began 
to rise again, and soon became bifurcated; the lesser branch 
dimbing straight up a little promontory, that shut in the 
horizon ta the west— a verdant smiling bit of land, with a 
steeple, and here and there housetops shining in the sun — 
the main branch skirting the rocky base to the left. 

New ProsperOy whose sense of responsibility had been 

put on the qui vive by the wamings of the occupant of the 

gigy ventured down the slope with all possible care, and 

with an eye to the ticklish leader. But not all his vigilance 

or skill were sufficient to ward off a result inevitable under 

the drcomstances, namely, that the strain kept on the traces 

of the front horse in ascending, being necessarily slackened 

in the descent, nay, at times entirely suspended, the bar by 

which the animal was fastened to the pole once more began 

to hit against his bind quarters. An occasional lash out of 

bis heels gave waming of Coming danger. Matters grew 

worse, as the declivity, gentle at first, just about the tuming 

before mentioned became more abrupt, and the incon- 

yenience arising from the splinter bar increased in direct 

ratio to the accelerated motion of the vehicle. The rage 

and terror of the goaded animal augmented with every step, 

while the efforts of the alarmed driver to quiet him, only 

served to frighten the other four. Feeling that the whole 

five were getting beyond his control, Prospero suddenly 

loosened the reins, and with a clack of his tongue launched 

them at füll gallop, keeping a sharp look-out on the road, 

so as to ävoid everything in the shape of an impediment, 

which, however small, at the fearful rate the carriage was 

going, must have endangered its equilibrium. He trusted, 

of course, to being able to pull in the horses so soon as 

they should feel the rise of the hill before them. 

Docior Antonio, 2 
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It was, indeedy the only chance of safety left, and in an- 
other minute the attempt would have succeeded, but Sir 
John all at once awoke. The real State of things had in- 
fluenced his sleep, for he had been dreaming all this time 
of horses running away, and in a very natural bewilderment 
on first waking, he put his head out of the window, roaring 
to the postilion to stop. The noise awakened Miss Davenne, 
who, in her turn, greatly alanned, began to scream. The 
call and the screams made the unlucky Prospero tum his 
head a little, and in so doing he lost sight of Üie road for a 
second;— even a second was too much at this critical con- 
juncture. One of the bind wheels jerked over a stone, the 
carriage gave a bound as if it were about to take wing, 
oscillated for a moment on the edge of the road, then 
tumbled over, horses and all. Bad as the case was, it might 
have been worse. The road was only a few feet above the 
shore, and, luckily, at that spot there was a thick bed of 
sand, which softened the fall. It was well that Sir John had 
not been sooner roused from his nap, or the upset might 
have proved too much even for a man of his consequence. 

While Miss Hutchins, all in a flutter of spirits and gar- 
ments, with her sudden flight through the air, picks herseif 
up as fast as she can, astonished to find she is all in one 
piece — while John, as grim and dignified as ever, in spite of 
a very ugly somerset, and a long cut across the nose, which 
is bleeding profusely, pulls Sir John, who happens to be 
uppermost, and seems to have sustained no injury, through 
one of the Windows— while all three uniting their efforts, try 
to extricate from the fallen carriage Miss Davenne^s in- 
animate form — while Prospero, from the very excess of 
despair, Stares vacantly first at one and then the other, 
leaving his horses to kick and struggle at their pleasure, 
looking as though he had fallen from the clouds instead of 
from off the road, the hated gig might have been seen, like 
a thunderbolt on wheels, rushing furiously down the hill. 
Has the shaggy little horse run away also, or does the person 
driving belong to that rare order of beings, upon whom the 
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prospect of giving aid to fellow-creatures in distress, acts 
like an intoxicating draught, rendering them insensible to 
personal danger? We shall see by and by. 

"Anybody hurt? any härm done?'* cried the gentleman 
of thfe gig, as he drew up in front of where the accident had 
happened. **Can I be of any use? I am a medical man.*' 
Atthe same time there got out of the calesstno, and made 
for the group standing round Miss Davenne, a tall, dark, 
black-bearded man, wearing a broad-brimmed conical hat 
—in Short, just such a figure, as met by Sir John under any 
other circumstances, would have made him cock the two 
pistols he had invariably carried about him, since travelling 
in the classical land of banditti. As it was, the English 
baronet, who did not understand one word of the stranger's 
Italian, contented himself with staring at the new-comer 
half in amazement, half in displeasure, as much as to say, 
To what species does this creature belong? Nothing 
daunted by this stare, the stranger pushed past Sir John, 
knelt down by the side of the prostrate girl, and was trying 
to feel her pulse, when Sir John, not catching his mean- 
ing, made a dart forward, as if to thrust him away from his 
daughter. 

"Are you mad?*' bawled the stranger in Italian; then in 
French, "Je suis m6decin, vous dis-je,'* adding rapidly this 
time in good piain English, as if in the Baronet's face he had 
Seen the flag of Great Britain hoisted, "Did you not haar me 
say that I was a physician?'* The sound of his native tongue 
at length conveys to Sir John's comprehension a clear and 
distinct conception, and a ray of consolation falls on his 
spirit For, to have a doctor at band in such a strait, and a 
doctor who speaks English, however his appearance may 
jar with all the Englishman's preconceived notions of 
medical gentlemen, Sir John allows to himself is something. 

As if what he had said called for no further remark or 
question, the Doctor proceeded to feel the lad/s pulse, took 
c^her bonnety and gently examined her head. No wound 
there, not even a bruise. The ehest, too, was safe, for, 

2* 
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though fainty her breatbing was regulär; ''unless there be 
concussion of the brain,'' said the Doctor to bhnself« Just 
as be shook bis head at tbis unpleasant conjecture, bis eyes 
met tbose of Sir John Davenne. The keen aiude^ of Üiat 
countenance could not for a moment be mistaken. *^You 
need not be uneasy about your daughter/' said the Doctor, 
answering the unspoken question, and taking the relation- 
ship for granted, ^'this is a mere fainting fit, the young lady 
will soon recover;'' and while still speaking, he pulled a 
case out of bis coat pocket, from which he took a pair of 
large scissors« These he thrust into Miss Hutchins' trem- 
bling hands, saying, *^ You must manage to undo your lady's 
dress, while 1 run down to the sea for some water. Cut 
everything, mind, without moving her/' 

Waiting for no reply, the tall gentleman strides away, 
fiUs bis bat with water, and retums in the twinkling of an 
eye. All bis movements are quick but sedate, and though 
visibly excited, all he does and says, be does and says in a 
resolute, quiet, eamest way of bis own, without burry or 
fuss. As he comes back, the struggling horses and the 
petrified Prospero attract his attention, and be calls out in a 
voice that enforces immediate obedience, ^Xut the ropes of 
those horses, do you hear? and do it at once,'' and keeps 
bis eye on the postilion tili he sees bim twist his head round 
like Harlequin's pantomime of distress, and begin to fumble 
in one of his jacket pockets for a knife. 

The Doctor sprinkled Miss Davenne's face and throat 
freely with water, laid a wet handkerchief across^ her fore- 
bead, while Hutchins beld smelling-salts to her nose, and 
bathed her hands with £au-de-Cologne. But in defiance of 
all efforts she continued insensible. It was becoming clear 
to a medical eye, that some more energetic remedies might 
be necessary to restore animation. The Doctor again drew 
out his case of Instruments, and, to Sir John's great con-* 
stemation, set about choosing a lancet. Happily, at tbis 
moment, Miss Davenne half opened her eyes, and faltered 
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out "Papa/* Sir John stooped fondly over her, "What is 
it, my darling?'' 

^'Ohy my foot! such a dreadful pain in my footl'' 

<*Which foot?'' asked the Italian. 

She looked up at him in some amazement, then pointing 
to her right foot^ said, ^^This one.'' The words were no 
sooner uttered than the Doctor seized his great scissors^ and 
in a second had skilfully cut open the elegant boot and fine 
stockingy laying bare a httle alabaster foot, just fit for a 
CindereUa's slipper, but shockingly sprained. Nor was this 
aU. The leg was broken just above the ankle. This, with 
rapid medical intuition, he rather guessed than saw, and by 
a motion as quick as thought, he dropped a shawl over the 
wounded limb, so as to hide it from both father and 
daughter, saying, in a calm tone, '^Ah, a sprained ankle I a 
rather painful, but not a serious thing. I must have all the 
handkerchiefs you can give me/' he added, looking round. 
Handkerchiefs of all sizes and qualities came forth from the 
pockets of the by Standers. ^'Enough, enough/' said he, 
smiling, as he looked at the unexpected shower. ''These 
will answer in the meantime for a temporary bandage, which 
will alleviate the pain the young lady feels.'' He bound up 
the poor foot carefuUy, then said, ''Now, madam, let me 
impress upon you the importance of remaining as quiet as 
possible. I must leave you for a little while, to fetch what 
is necessary to enable me to dress your foot properly, which 
must be done before you can be removed from your present 
tmcomfortable position. Do you promise me not to stir 
while I am gone?'' 

''Yes,'' said Miss Davenne, with a feeble efibrt to smile 
herthanks. 

The Doctor Sprung lightly to his feet, and was hastening 
away, when suddenly turning to John, who was Standing near 
Um with a look of deep commiseration, almost comical to 
See on bis black and blue face, he said, ''Suppose you were 
to hold aa «nbrella over the lady's head, the sun is füll 
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upon her;" dien contmidng his way, he jumped into his gig, 
and pushed the shaggy horse to a gallop. 



CHAPTER IL 

TheOstenL 

^So tbat gentleman is a doctor, papa," said Lucy, this 
being the simple Christian name given to the daughter of 
the haughty Baronet. 

**Kx least he gives himself out for one, my dear/' said 
Sir John. 

**How very lucky for me!*' remarked the yoting lady. 

" Very/' replied Sir John, "though he is an odd-looking 
figure for a physicians" 

" Yes, in England we should think so/' answered Lucy; 
^^but abroad, you know, people are less particular about 
dress, and there is something gentlemanhke about him after 
all. Did you observe his hands, papa? I am sure they are 
like a gentleman's." 

"May be so, may be so," said Sir John, doubtingly. 

"I wonder whether he is English, papa; he speaks very 
good English.*' 

"Yes, but there is a strong smack of the foreigner in his 
accent,'' retumed her father. 

Lucy was silent, and, leaning her head on her band, 
seemed little disposed to continue the dialogue. Sir John 
thus left to himself, all at once remembered the postilion, 
and as he remembered, all the anger forgotten in his 
anxiety for Lucy retumed, rose to fury and overflowed his 
lips. He began to abuse the unlucky lad in very Doric 
English, interspersed now and then with a word intended for 
Italian. "Look at the cold-blooded villain," stormed Sir 
John, pointing to Prospero, who, as he stood mechanically 
holding the bridles of the horses, and staring vacantly, did 
look as if the storm of words rattling about his ears for the 
last five minutes did not concem him; but this apathy was 
not indifference nor callousness, nor cold-bloodedness^ on 
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the contrary, it was the stoniness of despair. This im- 
mobility irritatüig Sir John more and more every instant, 
brought him at last to swear, that, since he could not remain 
on the spot long enough to prosecute the rascal for de- 
überate intent to murder, he would write to the postmaster 
and have the lad dismissed. The post-boy never winced. 
No, he would do better— he would apply to the English 
Envoy at Turin; he, Sir John Davenne, was determined to 
make an example of the wretch for the benefit of future 
travellers and post-boys. Still Prospero stood as unmoved 
as if part of the rock by his side. He, Sir John Davenne, 
would never rest, no, never, tili the good-for-nothing Italian 
niffian had been summarily punished, though he should 
bave recourse to the King of Sardiniahimself. The doomed 
Prospero heard the sound of the Baronet's angry voice, but 
without its ever disturbing his agreeable contemplation of 
the postmaster's fury in posse, and the dread m esse, of 
baving done some mortal injury to the bella Signorina, This 
outburst of ire had one use, at least, it was a diversion of its 
kind, which helped Sir John to wait for the Italian doctor's 
proraised return vdth more patience than he would other- 
wise have done. 

Miss Davenne feit thankful when she saw the poor old 
gig once more. "Now, then,'* said the Doctor's cheerful 
voice, ^^we must all make ourselves useful. Ahl this um- 
brella is in my way here, will you have the goodness, sir," 
tuniing to Sir John, "to hold it yourself, and screen your 
daughter from the sun? Excuse me, but you will do it more 
cflfectually if you sit down by her, thus,'' and he placed Sir 
John at his daughter's head. 

"You, too,'' he continued, addressing the servants, "will 
scat yourselves at the young lady's feet, and attend closely 
to what I say to you. My place is here in the middle ; " and 
he knelt down on one knee with his back tumed to Sir John 
and the patient, so as to entirely preclude their seeing any- 
thing of what was going to pass. 

"Ishall not keep you long, nor hurt you much,"he added. 



24 DOCTOR ANTONIO. 

turning his head for an instant towards Miss Davenne« So 
saying, he undid the handkerchiefs, and bade Hutchins and 
John Support the foot. 

Lucy remained as quiet and passive in his hands, with 
even a look of faith in him shining in her eyes, as if, instead 
of Chance having brought them together on a high road ii\ 
Italy, he had been her medical attendant since her infancy. 
Indeed, all present, even Sir John, seemed under the spell 
of the combination of simplicity and force that breathed in 
the man. 

A pull — a crackling as if of bones clasping together — a 
suppressed groan. "There, it is overl" cried the Doctor, 
shaking off, with a jerk of his head^ the large drops of Per- 
spiration breaking over his broad forehead. ^^ You feel less 
pam already, do you?'' he asked, bending towards Lucy. 
Poor girl, she was so bewildered she could scarcely teil how 
she feit. The foot had to be bound up, an Operation which 
required great care, and took some time. At last it was 
finished. Two thin flat pieces of something which were 
among the roUers the doctor had fetched, (two slips of wood, 
we suspect, wrapped up in linen beforehand to conceal 
their real nature from the bystanders,) were fastened on 
each side of the foot, over the bandage, so as to secure it 
and keep all in its place, and there was an end of it. 

By this time, four strong sunburnt peasant women had 
brought a very primitive kind of litter with mattresses on it, 
and were waiting at a little distance from the principal 
group. 

."Bring one of the mattresses here," cried the Doctor, 
directing them to place it close to Miss Davenne's side. He 
then opened a sheet, saying to her, ''We are going to slip 
this sheet under you, to lift you up gently and place you on 
the mattress, which we can then raise into the litter without 
fear of shaking or hurting your foot. All I beg of you is, to 
remain perfectly passive in our hands, and even guard 
against any involuntary movement meant to help yourself 
or US,*' 
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*^This is the second time you have so earnestly wamed 
me. I am then very dangerously hurt?'' asked the young 
lady with some alarm. 

"Not in the least," replied the Italian; "you are not to 
take fright at the cautions I impose on you/' and bending 
again towards her^ he added, in an undertone, "you can 
imderstand that many unpleasant consequences may follow 
an accident without entailing any danger to life. For in- 
stance, to eure your leg— for, properly speaking, it is your 
leg that is hurt and not your foot — is an easy task, one de- 
pending more on time and patience than on any surgical 
skill; but to make sure, that, when it is cured, it shall be 
absolutely as it was before the injury, not the eighth of an 
inch longer or shorter," (Lucy changed colour as she heard 
this,) "is a very different affair, and will require the utmost 
care and nicety. Now, then, do you see why I impress on 
you the danger of disobedience to your Doctor,'* added he 
with a smile of encouragement; '*any imprudence or neglect 
on your side may render every attention on his part useless/' 
Seeing by the look which answered his that he had said 
cnough to insure his patient's docility, the Doctor, with 
Hatchins' help, passed the sheet under Miss Davenne, then 
beckoning forward three of the women, he and they took 
each a comer, raised her, balanced as if in a hammock, and 
laid her first on the mattress by her side, then carefuUy 
transferred that to the litter. He covered her with a shawl, 
put a cushion under her head, and gave the signal of de- 
parture; but the litter was scarcely in motion when he called 
to the bearers to stop and tum it round, so that her head 
being foremost the poor girl could see her father, who was 
a little behind. "It will be a comfort to the young lady," 
explained the Doctor to the women carry ing her, "to be able 
to see the dear and well-known face of her father." 

Any one of experience must often have noticed and ad- 
fflired the quick perception and delicacy of many a poor 
peasant in all connected with the affections. More especially 
is the strength of the social bonds feit by the olive-skinned 



26 DOCTOR ANTONIO. 

passionate diOdren of Italy. The four psdr of bladc eyes 
glistened with tears that made them look üke black dia- 
monds, whfle the stout matrons uttered, with that peculiar 
intonation of thdr country, so expressive, so indescribable, 
the usual appeal to the AHrgin. 

Lucy did not need to hear the explanation to guess the 
intention of the change thus ordered, and with a slight in- 
dination of the head, or rather of her eyelids, accompanied 
by a smile, made the Doctor sensible of her having under- 
stood it. The look and snüle brought a pleasant glow to the 
face and heart of the physician. This inddent established 
a sympathetic Communications something like a magnetic 
current, according to modern parlance, between the young 
people — the Doctor was under thirty. What a kind-hearted 
man, thought Lucy. The gentle, grateful heart, thou^t the 
Doctor. Thus each had had a glimpse into the nature of the 
other. 

The Italian was Walking slowly behind the litter, when 
the Baronet, Coming up to his side, said, somewhat abruptly, 
**I think it right to introduce myself to you; — Sir, I am Sir 
John Davenne, of Davenne Hall, in . . . shire." 

The younger gentleman, thus startled out of his reflec- 
tions, took off his hat, and, with a bow sufficiently gracefui, 
replied — 

"And I, sir, am Doctor Antonio, the parish doctor of Bor- 
dighera;" and there was a twinkle in his eye, as if he relished 
something in his own reply excessively. 

Sir John contracted his nostrils and pursed up his mouth, 
just the play of muscles of one whose sense of smell is 
offended, an habitual grimace of the Baronet's when either 
provoked or displeased. 

"May I ask you,'' continued he, addressing his interlocu- 
tor, with a manner too provokingly ceremonious not to be- 
tray an intense pique, most likely at his not having been 
consulted in all the arrangements about his daughter, "may 
J ask you where we are going?" 

•'Excuse mc, my dear sir," (confound his impudencel 
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Said Sir John, mentally,) " in my hurry and anxiety for the 
ladjr I have forgotten to teil you, We are going to that red 
bouse yonder, half hidden by trees" answered the Doctor, 
pointing to a shabby, two-storied, rather dismantled-looking 
building to the left of the road, about half-way between the 
Spot where they were and the bright-green little headland 
already mentioned; "it is a mere roadside inn," he con- 
tinued, '^kept by poor but respectable and kind people« 
You will find there, I am sorry to say, scanty accommoda- 
tioQ, but all proper care and attention, and/' added he 
significantly, ''the thing of most importance in this moment, 
a bed for yoür daughter.*' 

To judge from the play of the muscles about the nose, 
Sir John would have willingly dispensed with a good deal of 
the vaunted care and attention in favour of a little more per- 
sonal comfort, but he said nothing of the sort, and re- 
plied,— 

"Well, well, the accomroodation is of little consequence, 
for, as soon as my daughter has had some repose, we shall 
wsume cur joumey to Nice.'' 

"You are surely not in eamest," cried the Italian, stop- 
ping Short in his amazement; but immediately checking him- 
seif, he added, in a quiet and conciliatory manner, ''I fear, 
&ay, I am sure, that Miss Davenne will not be able to resume 
ber joumey for some" — (a pause of hesitation). 

"Hoursf suggested the Baronet. 

"Days, perhaps weeks,*' concluded the Doctor, gently. 

"WeeksP' gasped Sir John, standing still in his tum. 
*Weeks!" repeated he, this time with a burst of Indigna- 
tion« "Impossible! I have engagements that I cannot post- 
pone. I must be in London within ten days." 

"For your daughter, I regret to say, liiat is entirely out 
of the question.'' 

"Out of the question!— out of the question!" grumbled 
Sir John, "Why out of the question?" 

The tone in which this query was put was so peremptory 
and trenchant^ that the Doctor began to chafe« 
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'^Because/' said he, warmly, ^since you must have it, 
your daughter's case — it is not my wish to alann you, but — 
your daughter's case is not—.'* He was going to add, "what 
I stated at first/' with God knows what eise; but at sight of 
the anxious look of the already alarmed father, the young 
physician had not the heart to go on, and wound up, instead, 
with, "is not one to be trifled with/' 

There, thought Sir John, recovering his self-possession 
and anger, I see what it is; this man is bent on frightening 
me to make the most of a good Job — a redection little cal- 
culated to sweeten his temper. 

"Well, well," said he, impatiently, "I know, everybody 
knows what a sprain is. An odd pretension this, to keep us 
prisoners for an indefinite period of time, on the plea of a 
sprain!" 

"Pretension to keep you prisoner!" exclaimed theltalian, 
with a wonderful contraction of the temples. "Nobody 
keeps you prisoner, my dear sir." (That second "my dear 
sir," the innocent translation of the common form of ad- 
dress in Italy, the "Caro Signor mio," one entirely of 
courtesy and not of familiarity, acted on all Sir John's aristo- 
cratic fibres as the grating of a file upon marble acts on the 
nerves of most sensitive people.) "You are not among 
Moorish pirates, there are other medical men in the 
neighbourhood whom you can consult, there are English 
physicians at Nice whose advice you can ask." 

"I will ask the advice of nobody," retorted the Baronet, 
testily, "I want none. All I want is to be off, and off I 
will bei" 

"You will do as you please," rejoined the Italian, "but I 
have a duty to perform, and perform it I will, and must 
Miss Davenne, I declare most solemnly, cannot be removed 
with safety, for, at least, * forty days.'" And having said 
this, the young man moved on, leaving his interlocutor to 
his own cogitations. 

Torty days!" gasped forth Sir John, Standing stock 
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ttilL 'Torty days!'' and this time he changed bis first tone 
ofdismay into angiy cachinnation« '^Thafs a good joke!'' 
and deliberately tuming back, be waved to Jobn, wbo was 
Standing near the carriage, and desired bim to bave it 
brought up immediately to tbe red house> and ascertain 
wbat amount of injury it bad sustained. Tbis done» tbe 
Baronet followed Üie little caravan witb slow and sullen 
Steps. 
Tbe procession was not long in reacbing its destination. 
^'Here we axe" said tbe Doctor, approacbing Miss 
HaTenne, as, leaving tbe bigb road, tbey tumed down a 
Wide lane in Üie direction of tbe beacb, went tbrougb a gate 
on tbe left) over wbicb bung a brancb of pine-tree, and 
Qtered a garden, wberein stood tbe brick-coloured bouse. 
The litter was carried up a steep fligbt of outside stairs, and 
througb a large room and a smaller one, to a little Cham- 
ber, where Lucy and the mattresses were deposited upon a 
bedstead. 

Tbe Doctor dismissed the four women, and tuming to 
Ins Charge, wbo looked sad and pale, said, — 

"Thougb everything is very homely bere, you may rest 
satisfied tbat tbe bed and linen are clean: I saw to that be- 
ibre bringing you bere/' 

**You are very kind,'* said Lucy, in a very low voice. 

''Tbe bare walls and want of fumiture strike you dis- 

agreeably, I daresay,'' went on the Doctor; ''we shall soon 

tiy and make the room a little more cheerfuL Shall I intro- 

dnce your landlady, Rosa, and her daughter Speranza, to 

yottf Pretty names, are tbey not?'' added be, as be noticed 

a snüle on Lucy's face; "tbey sound like a good omen. 

fiotb are very desirous of making tbemselves useful, and 

you will make them very bappy by accepting their Services.'' 

Lucy nodded to the women be pointed out to her, and 

wbo were Standing at the door, one an elderly woman, tbe 

other a pale, black-eyed girl. Tbey came forward at a sign 

from Doctor Antonio, and kissed tbe band of the beautiful 

jooDg lady witb a mucture of entbusiastic tendemess and 
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reverence. The £dr skin, blae eyes, and golden hair, mad 
Lucy seem to them more of an angel than one of the sam 
spedes as themsehres. 

The Doctor, satisfied with the good feelmg he saw al 
ready established between the guest and her hostesses, sai< 
to Lucy, ^I must teil yoa what are the best arrangements 
have been able to roake for yon. The four rooms of wbid 
this floor consists, the only decent ones m the house, ar 
given up for your use; this for yoursel^ the one next it fo 
your maid, and on the other side of the large entrance-rooE 
or lobby we came through, a bed-chamber for your fethei 
Your man-senrant will have a room down stairs.'^ 

"That will do nicely," said poor Luqr, trying to lool 
cheerfuL ^^I hope papa will be as well satisfied as I am.- 
The Italian ventured no reply to this extravagant hope, bu 
asked, ^^Have you any appetite? do you wish for anythinj 
to eat?*' 

^'No, I thank you, I am not in the least hungry/' 

'^So much the better. I should not advise your takin) 
any solid food for the present. I shall now leave you, and 
hope you will be able to sleep. At all events, remain quiel 
and make no attempt at moving, remember. I will send yoi 
a mixture of which you may take a spoonful, from time U 
time, if you are thirsty.'* 

^'But I shall see you again, soon?'' said Lucy, rather dis 
mayed at hearing tbat her new friend was going away. 

"In an hour or two,'* retumed the Doctor, quietly, "an< 
then we shall see what can be done to make this room s 
little more comfortable. 1 speak, of course, only of relativ« 
comfort. Everything here below is relative, non ^ verof" 

There seemed as though a sigh struggled with the smil< 
with which the question was put. 

"Use your scissors freely in undressing your younj 
lady," said he to Miss Hutchins, on leaving the room 
"Miss Davenne must not move, must not, — you under 
stand?" and then he repeated the same caution in Italian tc 
Rosa and Speranza. 
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As he issued from the Chamber, on the threshold he met 
Sir John, who had lingered awhile below to catch sight of 
the carriage. The Baronet intimating by neither act nor 
Word any wish for communication, Doctor Antonio walked 
on in silence. Reflecting, however, that the Baronet might 
have something to say after seeing his daughter, he loitered 
a few minutes in the lobby ; (thus we shall call henceforward 
the entrance-room.) But the Englishman came forth, and 
conducted by the girl, Speranza, crossed the room towards 
his own without noticing in any way the presence of the 
Italian, who, perceiving that he was not wanted, left the 
house. 

Sir John, when ushered into the room destined for him, 
threw himself doggedly on a chair, and darted an angry 
glance around. "A charming place, indeed, to spend forty 
days in!*' sneered the Baronet. "Why not six months?" 
and he laughed aloud. The room, to say the truth, fully 
verified, if it did not surpass, the account of the inn given 
by the Doctor. The once white walls, now grown yellow 
from age, with not even a series of wretched prints of the 
Via Crucis, or a wretched bit of a glass to break their harren 
uniformity; the undraped window; the old deal table; the 
hard cane-bottomed chairs, two in number; the long coffin- 
like ^^ cassapancd** (locker) at the foot of the uncurtained 
bed, made the room look more like the cell of an anchorite, 
than the bedchamber of a Protestant Baronet. 

"We must get out of this hole at all events,'* murmured 
Sir John, rising and Walking fretfully up and down, tili the 
sound of approaching Steps caused him to stop. It was John, 
who came as bidden, to report casualties. John brought 
good news. Save the glasses that had been smashed, and 
some Scratches on the panels, there was nothing in the State 
of the carriage to prevent their going on to Nice. 

** Very well," said Sir John, "have the glasses immediately 
rcplaced.'* Unfortunately that could not be done. John had 
already made inquiries on the subject, and the result was 
that panes of the required size were not to be found at the 
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neighbouring town. Sir John pished and pshawed at this 
intelligence, and declared, in the bitterest of tones, that he 
should have much wondered, indeed, if it had been other- 
wise. John proceeded to State that he had not been able to 
bring the carriage to the door, on account of the garden 
gate being too narrow to permit of its passage; and then 
there was no coach-house there, added John. What was to 
be done? 

Sir John made no reply, but led the way down to the 
garden gate, and after a short survey of the spot, a look at 
the carriage, one at the sky^ and some further hesitation, 
bade John have the carriage removed a little to one side, 
where it might stand for the night, ifnecessary. ^'For/' ex- 
plained Sir John, with an angry sigh, ^'the nights are still 
fresh, and unless we can start in an hour or two, which is 
not sure, those damned glasses will detain us for the night« 
But to-morrow,*' continued the Barone t resolutely, "to- 
morrow, glasses or no glasses, we shall be off to Nice.^' 

"Please, sir/' observed John, hesitating, "will it be safe 
to leave the carriage and luggage all night in the lane?'' 

"Certainly not,'* returned the master. "Let me see, — in 
case we are detained you had better keep watch in the car- 
riage with a brace of pistols/' 

Having thus settled the matter, whether much to John's 
personal satisfaction we cannot say, Sir John mounted the 
stone Steps leading to the second story, his present quarters, 
and walked towards Lucy's room, but was met half-way by 
Miss Hutchins on tiptoe, with a report that her mistress feit 
very faint indeed, and had just closed her eyes to try and 
sleep. Whereupon Sir John, much grieved at the newS| 
which confirmed but too well his fear of being kept where 
he was for the night, betook himself to his own roonu How- 
ever, he had not stayed there for a quarter of an hour when 
out he went again, and down the Steps, and took to Walking 
to and fro in front of the house, pushing on now and then 
to the outer gate, to cast a melancholy look at the carriage 
and up and down the lane* A second attempt to see hi^ 
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daughter haymg been foiled by the identical circumstances 
tbat had foiled the fir^t, the tinhappy Baronet took some 
dozen tums up and down the lobby, and repaired to his 
own room, sank into a chair, and said aloud, as.he con- 
solted his watch, ^' Why, time Stands still in this confounded 
?ountry!'' 

Yet time had moved on and brought with it a fresh addi- 
tion to this poor gentleman's already superabundant stock 
of spieen and discomfort. Alas for the frailty of all fiesh, 
cven for that of the proudest man in England! Sir John 
^f2& hungry, very hungry, and ashamed of being so, and 
provoked at being so, and terror-stricken at the dire neces- 
sity— a necessity which made itself more feit at every passing 
i&oment— of having to ask for food. Ask for food in tJiat 
liousel— Sit down to dinner under (hat roof! It was tant- 
amount to laying down arms in the face of the enemy; it 
was giving up at a blow all the heroic of his Situation. Fancy 
Attilius Regulus, the first thing on his return to Carthage, 
asking for a beefsteak! Sir John feit all this. Sir John 
stniggled bravely for a time, but at last surrendered. He 
instinctively put out his band for a bell, of which there was 
no vestige whatever,. and to his mortification had to go to 
the top of the stairs and call for John. '*Go and see what 
there is in the larder," said Sir John, languidly, "supposing 
that there is anything like a larder in this — in this place; 
however, find out if anything fit to eat can be procured." 

The sacrifice being consummated, Sir John went to see 
liis daughter. Pooi: Lucyl she had all the heroism to her- 
seif, She was sufFering acutely. "Where, my child?" — 
"Oh, papa^ everywhere, I fee]l bruised all over. I have 
such an odd and disagreeable Sensation at my foot, just as 
if it were swelled into a mountain of cork." 

'*But, my dear, you know that cah be only fancy« Try 
;md sleep.*' 

"Dear papa, Lhavetried, and.I cannot." 

Poor thing, she was fainting with fatigue,. ^nd yet could 
|iot get a ;wix^.of sl^p.^ Sir Joluiv 4id Ids ^est to soothe her« 

Dochr Antonio» 3 
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and) as he fondly stroked the stray curls that lay on her hot 
cheek, promised that she should go to l^Hce the next day, 
where, if she were forced to remsun, she would have every 
comfort. But his words failed of their intended effect. Lucy 
feit no courage for the joumey to Nice on the morrow^ she 
did not care for the comfortable apartments which her father 
was sure their Courier must easily have found for them, in a 
place so much the resort of the English, ^'and first-rate 
English physicians, my child/^ he added, by way of some* 
thing better than all. 

**As to thaty^ Said Lucy, ^'I am qtute satisfied with this 
Italian doctor; he is kinder, and more considerate than any 
of the doctors I ever had — and you know, papa» I have had 
plenty." 

Sir John puckered up his nose; he made no answer, how* 
ever. ^'DonH you think so too, papaf' asked Lucy, wiih 
the obstinacy of an indulged child. 

"Why, Lucy, I cannot say, I have seen so little of the 
gentleman, and I am not given to take hasty likings.'' A 
silence ensued, for pretty Lucy did not like being answered 
in this way. 

In about half an hour there was a tap at the open door, 
and John's voice formally announced that dinner was on the 
table. '^You must try and eat something," said her father, 
rising; ^'I will send you in the wing of a ducken, or an egg 
— that can be had here, at least. It will do you good, and 
raise your spirits." 

'<No, papa!'' said Lucy, with marked determination, 
'^the Doctor said I was not to eat.'' 

"Well, my dear, foUow his directions for to-day,** re- 
plied Sir John, as obstinate in his feeling as the young lady ; 
"to-morrow, I hope, you will have better advice to go by;'* 
80 sa^g, he left the room. 

The cloth was laid in the lobby. The dinner, much to 
Sir John's surprise, and a little to his annoyance, though 
very simple, was excellent. Fish, a rpast fowl, vegetables, 
an omelet, cheese, preserved fruit, oranges, and a bettle of 
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Che wine of the country, not to be despised even by the most 
^tidious palate of a connoisseur. Sir John ate andg^umbled^ 
but though he grumbled, he ate very heartily all the time. 
John, a large black patch across bis wounded nose, a napkin, 
not of Flemish damask, but of good white home-spun linen 
tmder bis ann; John, in white cravat and suit of sables, 
waited on bis master as solemn and erect as on a gala-day 
tt Davenne. 

The Baronet was in the moody enjoyment of bis second 
orange, fresh plucked from the bougb, when Doctor An- 
tonio, a large bündle under bis arm, made bis appearance 
at the top of the steps. The Doctor, with a bow to Sir John, 
passed on to the left— Sir John's room was on the side op- 
posite— and was usbered by Hutchins into Miss Davenne's 
diamber. 

"How long you have been!" said Lucy, with all the im- 
patience of siclaiess, as soon as she caught sight of bim. 

"I am very glad to hear you say so,*' he replied; "it is a 
good sign when the patient longs for the presence of the 
physician; it implies confidence in bim, and that is half the 
battle. I have been detained against my will. But teil me 
how you are." Doctor Antonio listened to bis patient's ac- 
count of herseif with that interest which is so consoling to 
any one suffering, then said, "I wish I could relieve you, but 
I confess, that, for the present, at least, I do not think I can. 
You have gone through much agitation and much pain, and 
nature so disturbed requires a little time to recover its equi- 
librium. All that we doctors can do is to help, we cannot 
force nature* Drink freely of the mixture I sent you; per- 
baps it will make you sleep in a little while.'^ 

Lucy shook her head, as if she were quite sure she should 
never sleep again, but only said, ^'What have you got 
thereT'' pointing to the bündle. 

^Some curtains for your window. All these rooms are to 
the south, and we must try and guard you from the intrusion 
of our Italian sun.'^ So saying, suiting the action to the 
Word, be got on a cbair, and began driving in some nails as 

3* 
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gently as he could. "One leams to be a little of everything 
in these small country places/' he said, looking at her from 
bis not very heroic elevation, and with one of the curtains 
on his arm; "we are differently oflf from you dwellers in 
large eitles; we are poor folks^ who can offer no inducement 
to tradesmen to come and settle amongst us. Every one 
hereabouts is his own gardener, carpenter, and upholsterer, 
as you see in this moment. Indeed, very often, to save thet 
small fee, a man is his own doctor.'^ 

"You say *we' in speaking of this neighbourhood,'* ob- 
served Miss Davenne; "you do not mean to say that yoi^ 
really belong to this place?" 

"And what makes you suppose that I do not?" asked the 
Doctor, somewhat amused. 

"I don't know exactly," answered the yoimg lady, **but 
there is something about you which makes me fancy that 
you have not lived all your life here." 

"In piain words, you mean to say that I do not look 
quite like the boor you would expect to find in the doctor 
of a village. You are an acute observer for your age, young 
lady." 

"And how old do you think I am?" inquiredLucy, amused 
in her tum. 

** Sixteen or seventeen at most." 

"Much older, I am very nearly twenty." 

"Ahl indeed? then you look younger than your age. 
Well, I must do homage to your penetration, and own that 
you are right, so far, in guessing that I do not belong to 
the Riviera. I am a native of Sicily; I was bom in Ca- 
tania." 

"Will you forgive my being so füll of curiosity, but have 
you not lived in England?" 

"No, I have never been there," answered the Doctor, 
"My English puzzles you also, does it? I will teil you at 
once how I learnt to speak it. My mother's eldest sister 
married, in ijSio, a British officer of one of the regiments. 
quartered at that time in Sicily« My aunt's children wer9 
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brought up m every respect like English children, and, hav- 
ing English nurses, talked English from their cradle. Now, 
as I was educated with my cousins, I naturally leamt the 
language also, which became almost as familiär to me as 
that of my own country.'* 

Thus, altemately talking and hammering, the busy 
Doctor entertained the sick girl, and managed to put up the 
curtains. He contemplated for a moment, and with an air 
of great satisfaction, what his talents in the upholstery line 
had accomplished, Üien glancing round the room, he said, 
"Ah! more work for me. ' I see a split in that door behind 
your bed. Nothing is more treacherous than a draught, the 
smaller it is the worse/* Away went the Doctor, but was 
back again in an instant, a long slip of paper in one band, 
and an egg-shell in the other. 

"Did you cver see amore economical Or expeditious way 
of making paste?" asked he, showing Lucy the pinch of flour 
^d drop of water contained in his egg-shell. 

She laughed and wondered at his activity and ingenuity. 
Then no one could help being Struck by the noble simplicity 
with which he did things gentlemen, in general, think 
beneath them, even putting himself into postures that would 
make most people ridiculous, without ever losing, for a mo- 
ment, that comely manliness of appearance which would not 
bave let him pass unnoticed even in a crowd. 

Sir John came in just as Antonio was stooping down to 
paste the paper over the chink. The Baronet followed each 
of the Doctor's movements, at first with a look of uneasi- 
oess, as if he suspected him of being mad, and then, as he 
pcrceived the nature of the stranger's occupation, Sir John's 
features relaxed mto a smile, expressive at once of the most 
intense disgust and contempt. Sir John^s heau id^al of a 
gentleman was himself: now, not to save the world from 
niin would Sir John have condescended to what he con- 
sidered a menial act; and the man who would paste paper 
over a chink in the door, do the work of a carpenter, or 
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paper-hanger, be it even for a Davennei lost all right tc 
respect and consideration in bis eyes. 

Wbile Sir Jobn was wasting a great deal of tbougbt ob 
tbe Doctor, wbo never tbougbt of bim at all^ Speranza, tbc 
landlady^s daugbter, brougbt in a large nosegay, cbiefly oi 
wild flowers, and banded it to Dr. Antonio, wbo, apparently 
as contented witb bis success in pasting paper as in banging 
curtainsy began at once to examine and arrange tbe bouquet 
Lucy, observing tbat be placed only some of tbe flowers in a 
vase, and tbrew otbers out of tbe window, inquired wby he 
tbrew away some of tbe prettiest 

^'Because tbe scent of tbose you call tbe prettiest may be 
injurious to you. I intend you to bave a nosegay to gladden 
your eyes, and not one to perfume your room. It is wrong 
to put scented flowers into a sleeping apartment at any time, 
and a fortiori, tbey are still more out of tbeir place in a sick- 
cbamber. Nor do I mean to leave even tbese bere/' and 
Walking into tbe adjoining room, be set tbe vase on a table^ 
wbere Miss Davenne could see tbem from ber bed. 

^'Now, wbat next?'' said be, rubbing bis forebead witb 
bis forefinger, as if trying to recollect sometbing. << Ab ! tbat 
is it;*' and tuming to Lucy, — ^** Are you in tbe babit of baving 
a ligbt in your room at nigbt?" On ber saying "yes,** be 
continued,— '^Tben we must try and contrive one safe for 
you.'' He called to Speranza to bring a cork and a bit of 
tbe wick used in tbeir oil-lamps, out of wbicb materials he 
made a nigbt-lamp, tbat answered as well as one of Cbild's 
patent. After once more looking to tbe bandages on Miss 
Davenne's foot, be said, — 

^'It is getting late, so I must wisb you good evening. 11^ 
during tbe night, you sbould feel worse, wbicb I hope and 
tbink wiU not be Üie case,— mind I say tbis solely in reference 
to you and not to myself— -send at once over to Bordigbera 
for me. Tbe people of tbe bouse will find a messenger; and 
tben everybody knows wbere Doctor Antonio lives.'' 

^^And pray bow far is tbis— Burdigore, or wbatever you 
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cill itV inquirtd Sir John, speaking for the first time since 
be came into the room. 

"About ten minutes' walk/^ answered Antonio. *'If you 
come to this window you can see it. There» on the top of 
the hin to our right.'' 

<<Thank you; and may I beg you to teil me whether there 
is a magistrate to be found in this neighbourhoodT^' 

** We have a justice of the peace at Bordighera,'' replied 
theDoctor. 

''Ha! that will do very well. I shall find time to see him 
to-morrow early, for I don't intend to let that scoundrel of a 
postilion escape so easily/^ 

''If that is the case, you must have a little patience/' re- 
joined the Doctor; '^Prospero could not obey any summons 
just now. He is ill in bed, not from any bodily injury, but 
frmn the moral shock he has received. I had to bleed him 
before coming here this afternoon.'^ 

"I am sorry to hear it," said Sir John, mollified. '^ At the 
same time you must agree with me, sir, that it is a duty I 
owe to all travellers not to overlook the flagrant misconduct 
of a drunken fellow, and" — 

^Excuse my interrupting you, sir. I have no wish to 
screen Prospero from blame, but, believe me, intoxication 
bad nothing to dowith theunhappyeventof to-day. Prospero 
was never drunk in his life. I can affirm this positively, as I 
ba?eknown him for three years. The vice of drunkenness is 
very rare in these parts, and our postilions, espedally, are 
looked upon as pattems of sobriety. Ask all the guards of 
the mail-coaches that go daily from Genoa to Nice, and vice 
MTM, and they will teil you, as they have told me many a 
tiine, that if so few accidents occur on this road, in spite of 
its ahnost unbroken series of ascents and descents, and not 
a few Sharp tumings, it is owing to the care and proverbial 
iobemess of the postilions.'^ 

Sir John did not reply to this defence, so the Doctor, with 
itbow, took his leave. 
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**I hot)e ybü will not ptosecute that poor young man, 
papa^" Said Lucy. 

^'It would be useless for the present, iny dear, asyou have 
just heard, and ere the fellow is about again, we shall bea 
good way off." 

'^'Ah, papa," retümed Lucy, "I fear I shall not be able to 
bear the fatigue of a journey for some time, I feel so weak 
and shattered« I am very sorryon your account, dear 
papa." 

"Don't vex yourself about me, my dear girl," said Sir 
John, patting her cheek. "First of all, you don't know your- 
self what a night of sound sleep may do for you; and then, 
at the worst," added the Baronet, grown more magnanimous 
since his dinner, ^'so that you get well, I shall not care about 
a little discomfort for a few days.'^ Lucy caught his händ 
and kissed it gratefuUy. 

"Do you know, papa," said the invalid, after a short 
pause, "that I have found out what countryman he is?" 

"Whöt— the postilion?" asked Sir John, rousing himself 
from not vcry pieasant reflections. 

"Papa, papa, how can you? — the Doctor. He is a Si^ 
cilian." 

**Indeed; I have been told that Sicily is a very fine coun- 
try,*' answered the Baronet, rather coldly. 

"I am sure there is some mystery about him," continued 
Lucy. "I don't believe— Do you, papa?— that he was ever 
born to be a doctor. I should not wonder if he tumed out 
to be one of the noblemen who have been banished. I re- 
member hearing at Rome about political refugees. He is 
just like one of those heads by Vandyck We saw at Genoa. 
Don't you think him very handsome, papa?'* 

" Yes,he is a fine man, and would make a capital cTuisseurj 
with his long beard/' said Sir John, drily. 

"Oh, papa, that is too bad — how can you say so of ä 
person so evidently a gentleman, and who has been so very 
kind to US?*' 
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*My dear Lucy, your gratitude is not very logicaL This 
person havin^ been of use to üs, is no reason for my at once 
beüeving him to be a prince in disguise. However, my dear 
Lucy, I don't object to your romancing about this black-^ 
bearded Esculapius, only I suspect he will prefer the mode I 
shall take of showing my sense of the obligations we axe 
nndei to him/* 

Lucy fixed her eyes with some anxiety on her father's 
fece. "Don't be afraid, Lucy, the fee I offer to your hero 
shall be in proportion to his presumptive rather than to his 
apparent rank." As Lucy still looked uneasy, the Baronet 
continued, ^ You foolish child, do you think this Doctor has 
givcn himself all this trouble for the love of your pretty face ? " 

Lucy sighed, for she had a very strong idea of her own 
that the Doctor had given himself all that trouble out of pure 
kindness; perhaps she was romantic in thinking thus. How- 
ever, she said nothing more, as the sigh was followed by an 
attack of cough which left her in a State of exhaustion. 

Sir John, when she was again quiet, thought it best to 
leave her alone, in the faint hope that she might fall asieep. 
As he stooped to kiss her, his eye was attracted by something 
Strange at the head of her bed, which he had not noticed 
before. On looking closer, he found slightly fixed to the wall 
a little leaden crucifix, a plaster cast of the holy Virgin, with 
asmall vessel of holy water incrusted undemeath, and a palm 
branch, which, in fact, had been blessed. Any one who has 
e?er travelled initalymust have seen such thingsdaily, either 
for sale in the streets, or in the bedrooms of the poorer 
boases. Sir John, as exclusive in matters of extemal worship 
as in everything eise, lost his little remaining patience at 
findmg what he considered idolatrous emblems over his 
daughter's head, and peremptorily orderedHutchins to carry 
away all that trash, and to take care that he never saw such 
in any of the rooms again. He waited to see his order obeyed, 
and then, in no very charitable frame of mind, took a candle, 
ttid retired to his own apartment. 
' Lucy's discouragement äs to moving next day, and the 
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State of complete prostratioii in which he bad left her, cansed 
Sir John, once more alone, to recur with sad misgivings tp 
Doctor Antonio's alarming declaration as to the hnpossibilitj 
of his daughter's removal, and as he thought on it, tiie firm 
determination hitherto nourished to pay that declaration no 
attention, beg^ to waver. Evidently a reaction was taking 
place in Sir John's mind. For the first time, since entering 
the Osteria, the proud gentleman feit as if the terrible award 
of '^ forty days'^ in that wildemess might be fulfilled. An ad* 
mission, it is true, no sooner made than recalled, nay, pat at 
nought by a mental rejoinder, to the efTect, that will and mo- 
ney to execute that will, coiüd not fail, after all, to conquer aU 
difficulties. If a mattress were placed across the seats of the 
carriage, thought Sir John, and the horses made to go at a 
walk, why, Lucy would lie there as safe and comfortable as 
in her own bed« An excellent arrangement, to be sure^ bat 
— there were still ^^buts'^ in the way. Alas 1 do what he would 
to see it not, reality, stem reality, stared theimhappyBaronel 
in the face« 

Amid such conflicting thoughts he prepared to lie down 
on his bed with a heavy sigh,— a sigh not merely called up 
by the appearance of the miserable couch and the prospect 
of an uncomfortable night; other grounds for disquietude 
now awoke out of old recoUections in the Baronet's mind» 
That he was in a stränge land, amid foreigners, none of his 
countrymen within readi, was in itself enough; bat that ha 
was among Italians was more than enough to occasion and 
authorize all sorts of fears. There was in a cell of his brains 
a tapestry of notions about Italy, on which Stilettes, banditti, 
and vendette, figured in juxtaposition with soUtary inns, er 
gaunt houses by the seashore, where travellers were enticed, 
murdered, and plundered« ^'Devilish disagreeable countryl'' 
sighed forth Sir John, ^^and where your village doctors must 
needs look likeRinaldoRinaldini." The bellsof the churches 
at Bordighera tolling the De Profundus marking the first hour 
of night; the voices of the fishermen hailing each other ia 
the (Sstance; the very sound of the sea breaking laxily on 
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tlie beacli, had something sinister to the Baronet's ear. He 
itole quietly out of his rocMn^ went to the lad/s-maid's door, 
and cdling to her, bade her, in a cautious whisper, lock and 
boU her door, then retuming to his own Chamber he barred 
Umself in, and went to bed in as happy a disposition of mind 
üifhehad&llenin withatribeof Redlndians. 

We rnust render this justice to Sir John. Had he known 
•nd believed that the acddent met with by his daughter was 
oCtiie serious nature itreally was, uneasinessabouthisdarling 
wodd have prevented all such paltry misgivings and fears 
from raising their hydra heads ; whereas, indulging the belief 
tiat there was nothing worse the matter than a sprained 
aaUe^ and seeing in that no cause for apprehension, Sir John 
ivas niffidently at ease to be able to brood to his heart's con- 
tent« not only over the real annoyances« but over what he 
«as pleased to iancy the dangers of his Situation« But how 
oonld he 9 in the face of many a suspidous circumstance, 
and after Antonio's transparent hints, still labour under such 
a ddusion? The answer is obvious. Sir John was misled 
hfti preconceived idea, the idea that Doctor Antonio had 
every interest in rather exaggerating than diminishing the 
•enousness of the injury sustained by Miss Davenne« And 
as to bis ever supposing that an utter stranger , a village 
doctor, and an Italian to boot, could, out of regard for his, 
Sir Jolm's feelings, have kept back the worse feature of his 
toghter's case« such an absurdity could never enter his 
nund« The haughty Baronet might as well have supposed 
tlttt— that the Davenne family was not one of the firstfamilies 
Jd all the United Kingdonu 

While Sir John bolted himself in, and his humble name- 
fake, in a State of intense nervousness, kept watch in the 
cairiage^ Rosa and Speranza, their Services being no longer 
required by their guests above, had betaken themselves to 
didr intended sleeping-place— a small dark back-kitchent 
and in which a little störe of charcoal and wood was habitu- 
üfy kept A straw mattress, and a blanket between the two, 
rere to be their bed and covering; it was all these poor. 
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simple^ hard-working creatures had thought 6f res^rving föt 
themselves. Between compassion for the young lady and 
awe öf Sir Jöhn, and his man John, they had given up for 
their use not only that part of the house destined to the few 
humble chance travellers who sometimes passed the night 
there, but also their own room, and all they possessed ixt 
shäpe of bedsteads, mattresses, linen pillows, &c. Far from 
regretting the sacrifice of their usual little comforts, mother 
and daughter were entirely engrossed by how they could 
ädd to those of their unexpected inmates. — "Howfortunate,** 
Said Speranza, '^that these gentlefolks should travel witk 
their own plate! But for that, what should we have done 
with our four silver spoonsandforks? For only think, mothei) 
the old gentleman must have clean forks and spoons with 
every dish." And the two women feil to reviewing in thcilr 
minds the households of their wealthier neighbours, and 
weighing the chances they had ofhaving such and such articles 
of fumiture lent to them on the morrow. But, after all, what 
was the use of their racking their brains, when there was 
JDoctor Antonio? Doctor Antonio would manage to get all 
that was wanting — Doctor Antonio would set everything to 
rights. To hear the two women anybody might have sup^ 
posed that this country doctor was one of the genii in the 
^'Arabian Nights,'' who had only to stamp his foot to make 
the earth bring forth a palace, with all its appurtenance$. 

"There is one thing, mother,'* said the girl, " we must do 
at once, and that is to take down the pine branch from ovet 
the gate. I know the old gentleman cannot bear the sight 
of it, he made such a face when he passed it.*' — "Then-it 
shall come down," replied the mother; "perhaps we had 
better take the benches and tables out of the garden. To- 
morrow is Sunday, and the folks from Bordighera will be 
Coming here after Vespers, and I am sure the gentleman 
won't like to see so many people about the garden. We can 
give those who choose their bottle of wine in the parlour^ 
and those who don't must go elsewhere. It wön't do to have 
Smoking and singing going on under the Windows of the 
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%Rorma." — **That*s true/' said the daughter; "Doctor 
Antonio, of all things, said she was to be kept quiet. Oh, 
toother, did you ever see such a sweet face? she looks like 
flie Madonna over the altar." — "Ay, she does indeed,", 
agreed Rosa. "God bless her!"— "God bless her!" echoed 
Speranza; and with that blessing on their lips mother and 
daughter feil asleep. 

Having for the present disposed of all our personages 
save the principal one — ^the one at least who ought to be so, 
according to our title-page — we may as well take a peep at 
him. 

Doctor Antonio's dwelling at Bordighera cönsists of one 
tolerably large room, which answers at once for drawing- 
room, Consulting room, and library, and within which opens 
a small bed-chamber; one side of the sitting-room is entirely 
covered with well-filled book-shelves, half a dozen chairs 
and a middle-sized table complete the fumiture. On the 
wall opposite to the book-shelves hang a flute, a guitar, two 
foils, some fencing-gloves and masks; below these is a map 
of Sicily. Books are lying on the chairs, on the ground, 
everywhere; and there is a mountain of them on the table, 
before which sits our hero, caressing his beard, and poring 
over a volujne, which absorbs all his attention. Between 
tfae printed leaves there are coloured engravings of legs in 
all stages of dilapidation, and of every variety of mode of 
dressing and bandaging them. Now and then Doctor 
Antonio rises and walks up and down the room, in deep 
meditation, goes to the book-shelves, takes down a large 
folio, and seems to be comparing notes. Hours are going 
swiftly by, and he is still reading and stroking his beard. 
Presently he looks at his watch, exclaims aloud in astonish- 
nent at how time has passed, lifts his lamp as if about to 
go to his bed in the next room, then stops suddenly, puts 
down the light again,^ and once more goes to the book- 
ihelves. There is yet one point on which he is not quite 
dear, there is a complication which may arise, and which he 
has not yet found mentioned. 
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The dawn shining through the Windows found him süQ 
reading. At length he closed the book, extinguished his 
now useless lamp^ and, all dressed as he was, threw himself 
on the bed. 



CHAPTER III. 

Sir John Davenne. 

Sir John Davenne, the fifth Baronet of that namey had 
inherited with his patemal acres, what was to the fiill as 
much a family possession, and one as carefully transmitted 
from generation to generation — the iic of overweening and 
most exaggerated pride; pride of pedigree, of every persott 
that could, in the remotest degree, claim kindred with the 
Davennes, of everything belonging or having belonged to 
them, and a corresponding contempt of every thing or crea- 
ture less favoured in a line of ancestry , and historical recol* 
lections. 

The Davennes of Davenne, in the county of— , professed 
to be descended from the Norman Squire of the name of 
D'Avesne, mentioned in sundry chronides as having at- 
tended a De Vere at the Battle of Hastings. Sir John as^ 
serted, as his father and his father's father had done before 
him, Uiat the Davennes had always shared in the glories 
and dangers of the warlike De Veres, who, history teils us, 
were among the hosts of Cceur de Lion's cnisaders« 
Emerging from the borrowed light of these nobles, a 
Davenne won his golden spurs about that period, and from 
that time their family history became incorporated with that 
of their country« The Davennes took their share in the 
wars of the Roses; one was killed at Bosworth, another 
went with Essex to h-eland; a Davenne, after manfully fight- 
ing at Marston Moor and Naseby, was among the few who 
äccompanied Charles in his flight to the Scots, and remained 
near his tmfortunate master to the last — one of the most ob^ 
Stinate and undaunted of the cavaliers. When the power of 
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GromweU became supreme and established, Davenne, whose 

property had been confiscated, fled with bis family to join 

the Court of the young Cbarles in Holland. His loyalty and 

devotion to the Royä cause met with a more favourable 

SSntmement at the Restoration than that of many other cava- 

liers as loyal and devoted. He not only received back his 

own estate, but, the tables being turned^ got that of his 

neighbour to boot, who was, in the language of the times, a 

crop-eared Roundhead. It was at this epoch, also, that die 

Davenne of that day was created a Baronet, a title that the 

two Baranets, the üither and grandfather of our Sir John, 

had refused to have converted into a higher one; the late 

Sir Aubrey saymg, he liked better to be at the head of the 

baronets than at the tail of the lords. 

From the Restoration to the Revolution of 1688, the Da- 
teimes seem to have thought more of attending to the here- 
ditary patemal acres, than of intermeddling with the quarreis 
of Kh^ and Parliaments. It is certain that the family re- 
Bained at Davenne when James the Second took refuge at 
St Gennains. Probably the Sir John of that day had youth- 
fslrecoUections, whichcounselled him to shrug his Shoulders 
at the widcedness of the times, and to content himself with 
damning, in his own halls, the refractory Bishops and Com- 
mont. The only evidence he gave of his adherence to the 
Stuart dynasty was m refraining himself and all his family 
from appearing at the Court of William and Mary. 

The warlike spirit of the old Davennes suddenly blazed 
tut again in the eldest son of this prudent father. He fought 
and distinguished himself under Marlborough, and attained 
to tiie rank of General« His successor, Sir Aubrey, paid 
tribvte to the military exigencies of his sire, by serving 
inring the war of the American Independence. Keeping in 
•nd the professional feeling of Sir Aubrey, and his high 
Toiy principles handed down for centuries from Davenne 
to Davenne, it is easy to imagine the bittemess with which 
^viewed the success of the Americans, and the acknow- 
It^lBent of their autonomy. But one must have lived in. 
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those days, or received from the lips of those who were the^ 
actors on the scene, a description of the English Citizen, and 
of the country gentleman in particular, to be able to con^ 
ceive the virulence, hatred, and horror that took possession 
of Sir Aubrey when the Revolution of 1789 broke out in 
France. His feelings at moments were worked up almost 
to frenzy, when in the daily papers he read Speeches of 
EngUsh orators, which, to the angry Tory, seemed to ex- 
press, in the very Parliament of Great Britain, sentiments 
little better than those of the French Republicans. 

The reigning Sir John, bom in 1783, had consequently 
been educated and had grown up to manhood amid all the 
Violen t feelings roused on this side of the Channel, by the 
State of affairs in France, and twenty years of incessant war| 
From the day when a child, he stood by his father's chair, 
and gave the daily toast of "Confound the French I** up to 
the present moment, Sir John's opinions, likings, and dis- 
likings, all partook of the colouring of the passionats ~ 
medium through which they had passed, and in which they 
had been developed. An unbounded and exclusive admirab* 
tion for all that was, and an utter abhorrence of all that was 
not English, enclosed his mind and perceptions as within % 
Chinese wall. 

Sir John had married in 181 1, two years afterhis father's 
demise, the daughter of Viscount Deloraine, and grand- 
daughter by the mother's side of the Duke of— . It was ^ 
happy Chance that this marriage united safety to the ^'sangre 
azul'' of his line, and satisfaction to his own inclinations, foi; 
Sir John was not the man to have done violence to his a0eC'\ ^ 
tions, for a twofold reason ; first, because he hated contradic-t - 
tion in any shape; secondly, because he believed the lustrci c 
of his family to be such, as to make up for all deficiencie^ , 
of escutcheon in his intended bride, had his choice fallen. 1 
even on the daughter of a cobbler. In the spring of the year- f 
following this union, his son and heir was bom, and became; i 
the point on which his pride and afifections centred, it not ^ 
being tili 1820, when the little Aubrey ^a§ in ^)iis eightbi ^ 
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year, that a girl came to put in a claim for her share of 
interest and love. 

In 1815, when the Continent was thrown open to British 
travellerSy Sir John, prevented in his youth from making the 
grand tour, thought it befitting a man of his quality to make 
up, though rather late^ for this deficiency in an aristocratical 
education^ and, with his wife and little son, spent some 
months in visiting France, Germany, and Italy. It is scarcely 
necessary to say, that Sir John's sojourn abroad left un- 
disturbed the spider's web of prejudice spread over his 
intellect, which kept safe all the dead flies of his youthful 
notions* Intercourse with foreign people and manners, such 
intercourse at least as fastidious morgue and a perpetual fear 
of ^^diroger^ would allow of, rather strengthened than other- 
wise what Sir John considered his patriotism; that sort of 
patriotism which shut up all honour, all good, all worth, 
within the narrow circle in which he himself was bom and 
lived and moved« 

Shortly after this foreign tour, a vacancy having taken 
place in the representation of— shire, where Davenne was 
situated, Sir John was urged to stand for the county, but de- 
dined that honour, as, indeed, he had constantly declined 
being retumed for the family borough. Sir John had good 
sense enough to know that he was neither bom to shine as 
an orator nor a statesman, and too much pride to figure only 
among the silent ^'yes and noes'^ of the House. But the 
ambition which he had not for himself, Sir John cherished, 
and thought himself amply justified in cherishing, for his 
son. Aubrey was a fine Hercules of a boy, füll of the 
sportiveness and arrogance of the unchecked childhood of 
the rieh. His high animal spirits, vivacious boldness, and 
daiintless repartees, were, in his father's eyes, so many 
tokens of precocious genius. Far cleverer men than Sir 
John are blinded by parental partiality and pride of author- 
ship. Aubrey, then, evidently destined to become a great 
man, was devoted to ParUament and statesmanship while 
Still in Petticoats > and^ scarcely out of them, placed in the 

DoeUr Antonio* 4 
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hands of a tutor^ who was to drive him füll gallop to the 
first stage of the journey, Oxford. But the little William 
Pitt in the bud, opposed to all scientific and literary inocula- 
tion a vis ineriia worthy of a better cause; which being per- 
ceived in the long-run even by the infatuated father, he sent 
his son to Eton, where, in fact, the young gentleman sooa 
distinguished himself, not in classical leaming, but in t&e 
native arts of boxing and single-stick. 

Al seventeen, Aubrey, at once a peiit-matire smd a bold 
young scamp, took leave of Eton and school-boy life. He 
had already all the appearance of a man, his physical de- 
velopment being in the inverse ratio to the intellectual. 
When informed by his father that he was to go to Oxford, 
and that he was vowed from his childhood to the priesthood 
of Downing Street, Aubrey begged distinctly to State that 
he hated politics, thought books in general a bore, and, as 
sure as he went to Oxford, he should be rusticated, if not 
expelled; that he had long made up his mind to serve no 
other god or goddess but Mars ; and that the best thing his 
father could do was to purchase him at once the right of de- 
fending his Majesty's colours. All this was said with a fiuent 
flippancy that Struck to the earth the father's cherished am- 
bition. Sir John tried reasoning, coaxing, expostulating, 
and at last threatening: but Aubrey was his father's own son; 
he tossed his handsome head, damned the family borough 
and the House of Commons; and gave it as his Ultimatum, 
that if his father did not consent to let him enter the army 
as a gentleman, he would enlist as a common soldier. 

Sir John's hair rose on his head as he listened to young 
WilfuPs declaration,and as he listened the conviction flashed 
upon his mind that the boy would be as good as his word. 
Sir John knew something of the Davenne blood, and had 
sundry recollections of Master Aubrey's early obstinacy. 
The struggle was kept up for some time, but ended, of 
course, byAubrey's being victorious; for, under the dignified 
coating, which made of Sir John Davenne a somewhat re- 
markable person, there lurk^d^ s^s wq have binted^ a bost of 
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weaknesses^ — the most natural among them paternal over* 
indulgencc. Now Aubrey, with bis manly swagger and great 
goodlooks, was born to be the successful Opponent, nay, 
tyrant of bis father« In the Baronet's eyes, the arrogance 
which was the base of bis son*s character— an arrogance so 
intense that it seemed as if all the pride of the buried 
Davennes ran liquid in his veins, was a grace the more. 
Even all Aubrey's boyish scrapes at Eton, which, as re- 
coonted by himself, showed they took their origin from an 
unwarrantable assumption on his own part, had but endeared 
him the more to Sir John, who saw in this spirit which 
brooked uneasily an equal, only the proper pride befitting 
the representative of the Davennes. Thus it came about, 
that within six months after leaving Eton, Aubrey was 
gazetted comet in a dragoon regiment, and within the year 
sailed with the— for India; he having brought his father not 
only to consent to his entering the army, but— more difficult 
still, for here his idolatry of his son militated against the 
son's wishes — to negotiate an exchange for him into a regi- 
ment under Orders forCalcutta. Aubrey's waking and sleep- 
iog dreams had long been on tiger and elephant hunts, and 
India his land of Canaan. Thus the realization of the son's 
aspirations had crushed those of the parent. 

While smarting under this severe disappointment, the 
first of any importance in his hitherto unchequered life, Sir 
John, looking round him in search of consolation, perceived, 
for the first time, that he had at band a balm for his heart- 
sore in the pale lovely cherub who lifted up to him her tiny 
arms, and seemed to ask for her share in his affections, a 
diare that was soon all hers. The wound that Aubrey's 
egotistical wilfulness had inflicted was scarcely skinned over, 
when the decease of Lady Davenneagain threw a deep gloom 
over the Baronet's home. Lady Davenne's health had long 
been declining, and more rapidly so ever since her son's 
departure. The blow was none the less feit for being 
anticipated« Su: John's grief was extreme, though silent and 
nbdoed; for the haughty Baronet considered all outward 

4* 
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demonstration of strong feeling inconsistent with bis digiuty« 
He had another also, and better reason, for Controlling bis 
emotionsy viz., the fear of adding, by bis own, to bis 
daugbter's violent affliction. 

Sir Jobn retired to bis bome in tbe country, and lived 
tbere in comparative seclusion, entirely engrossed by bis 
daugbter, wbo bad now become bis one occupation — ^bis one 
pleasure. Lucy was a weakly, sensitive , intelligent cbild, 
truly needing all a parent's fostering care, one of tbose 
lovely fragile blossoms wbicb equally call fortb fond bope 
and tender anxiety. Country air, bowever, regulär bours, 
and a prudent altemation of exercise and repose, of study 
and amusement, under tbe management of a sensible gover- 
ness, so successfully strengtbened ber bealtb, tbat at seven- 
teen Miss Davenne, tbougb still somewbat delicate, was 
grown into a tall, blooming, cbeerful girl, and passing 
beautiful witbaL 

Tbe life of a London belle was now before ber« Sir Jobn 
never dreamed of ber departing from tbe babits of ber caste. 
Sbe was to be presented at Court; and tbe closed sbutters of 
the bouse in — Square were once more opened, and sucb sun 
and ligbt as is to be found in tbe metropolis of Great Britain 
shone in on tbe stately rooms. To town, tben, Sir Jobn and 
bis daughter went in tbe spring of 1837; and Lucy, once 
launcbed into tbe current of London gaiety, was soon wbirl- 
ing giddily in its eddies. The end of ber first season found 
ber wilb pale cbeeks and exbausted spirits; but tbe qualm 
that Sir John bad feit was easily forgotten, wben be saw tbat 
some months of comparative quiet at Davenne seemed to 
set her to rights again. Youth is a potent auxiliary to re- 
covery; so wben spring came round , it found father and 
daughter again in London. But party giving and party going, 
beated rooms and late bours, were not long in counter- 
acting Nature's beneficial efTects. Lucy's bead drooped be- 
fore the height of tbe season was reached; tbe alarmed 
father beard again the dry short cough— the signal of an 
enemy he had not forgotten. 
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Poor Sir John called in first one physician and then an- 
other; one advocated country air and milk diet ; a second, 
cold ablutions and horse exercise; a third, sea- bathing and 
port-wine, — but all agreed in the necessity of an entire 
abstinence from every kind of excitement or gaiety. All was 
tried, but not any or all the remedies were able to banish 
the fits of teasing cough that thrilled through the heart of 
the terrified father, nothing could vanquish the morbid 
ianguor which seemed about to arrest the current of his 
daugfater's life« Lucy continued thus for some months, until 
the physicians gave that advice, which to experienced ears 
Sounds like the passing bell: '^Try a change of climate; let 
Miss Davenne spend next winter at Rome/' was the fiat 
issued. In spite of an old grudge he had agsdnst Rome, — 
*lhc duUest place in Christendom," Sir John was used to 
call it, and at the cost of the newly restored delights of clubs 
and coterie, the Baronet had not a moment's hesitation. The 
house in London again exhibited closed shutters — that 
dreary mark of desertion; the housekeeper at Davenne had 
amonth's work in dressing up all the fumiture; and Sir John 
and his daughter went to Rome. 

The sacrifice was repaid« The winter of 1839-40 proved 
one of the finest and mildest ever recorded at Rome, and 
six months' breathing of the soft congenial air had a most 
rcstorative efFect on Lucy^s Constitution. Sir John was so 
bappy at this result, that, with the approbation of an English 
physician of some renown, he determined to prolong his 
stay until the hot weather set in, travel in Switzerland during 
the Summer, and retum again to Piazza di Spagna for an- 
other winter« Just as he had made all his arrangements 
there came a letter from Aubrey, now Captain Davenne, 
dated from Madras, announcing his intended retum by the 
next mail, on a furlough of three years. This necessitated 
a change, or rather modification of Sir John's plan. They 
most leave Rome earlier than he had purposed, and Eng- 
land would have to take the place of Switzerland in their 
itinerary« The only embargo laid by the Doctor, when con- 
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sulted again, was that the joumey should be made bysea 
and not by land, to spare the newly convalescent Lucy all 
possible fatigue. 

In compliance with this advice, Sir John and his daughter, 
towards the middle of March, embarked at Civita Vecchia 
on board a Government steamer, bound for Marseilles. The 
sea was like a lake when they sailed, but the fine weather 
lasted only a few hours. One of those furious gales, frequent 
in the Mediterranean at that time of the year, suddenly came 
on. The vessel, with both paddles disabled, lay at the mercy 
of the winds and waves for a night and day, and it was not 
tili after a narrow escape of being wrecked in the Gulf of 
Spezia, that the passengers were landed at the town of that 
name, which lies to the east of Genoa. The protracted terror 
and sea-sickness had so completely wom out Lucy that she 
was unable to move or even stand; she had to be carried 
ashore in this pitiable State, and more than a week's rest 
was required ere she could recover sufficient strength to 
resume the joumey, — this time by land, and by easy stages, 
the Courier being sent forward every morning to provide the 
best possible accommodation for the night. Exhaustion was 
unluckily not the only resült of the combined fright and sea- 
sickness. Some of the old Symptoms, which had vanished 
during the sojoum at Rome, reappeared, to Sir John's great 
alarm. 

It was on the fourth day since their leaving Spezia, when, 
having slept at Oneglia, they expected to be at Nice by the 
evening, that our story found the father and daughter; the 
latter, as we described, tossing restlessly in search of ease 
and sleep, the former, divided between newly awakened 
anxiety for one child and the mental delivery of sundry 
Speeches to the other, all intended to persuade him to leave 
the army and take to statesmanship« 
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CHAPTER IV* 

Skirmishes. 

Rather thoughtful, but with bis usual air of self-posses- 
sion, at a good steady pace, but witbout burry, Doctor An- 
tonio, early the next moming, migbt have been seen Coming 
down tbe hill of Bordigbera in tbe direction of tbe roadside 
inn, where bis young cbarge lay. Doctor Antonio was not 
Iiandsome, at least not bandsome as beroes of novels 
generally are. He bad a large moutb, a nose of a cut neitber 
Greek nor Roman, ratber bigb cbeek-bones, in sbort, a cast 
of features altogetber irregtüar and somewhat leonine, — all 
that could be said in its favour being, tbat it was bigbly ex- 
pressive and intellectual. Tbere was power of will and 
thought in bis round prominent temples, wbicb be could 
contract wonderfully at times. His smile, occasionally 
tbged witb a sbade of quiet irony, was babitually sweet and 
innning. Tbe appearance of tbe man, on the wbole, was 
remarkabley witb more in it, perbaps, of wbat commands 
itspect tban attracts sympatby. 

Our Doctor, tben, early in tbe moming, made bis way to 
the Osteria del Mattone, sucb being tbe name of tbe bumble 
nadside inn; wbetber so called from its red brick colour, or 
from Standing upon a ground once occupied by a brick-kiln, 
we have no data to go by. Tbat it bad a wretcbed as well 
as a quaint appearance, no one witb eyes in bis bead could 
venture to deny« Tbe fact was, tbat, wben first built, tbe 
house bad been intended to bave its front to the north, tbat 
is, to face tbe road, but in course of time, probably to escape 
from tbe dust, tbe original Windows and entrance bad been 
blocked up witb stones and plaster, and new ones broken 
out on tbe opposite side, viz., on tbe side tbat faced tbe 
soutb. Tbe consequence of this was a twisted and distorted, 
and somewhat unnatural look, most ludicrous to bebold. To 
replace tbe stairs wbicb formerly bad led from tbe ground 
floor to tbat above, and wbicb tbe present arrangement 
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rendered useless^ a double flight of massive stone Steps, 
connected at the top by a wide landing-place or balcony, 
had been added on the outside, and went up from the gardei 
as high as the middle window of the upper stoiy, cut dowi 
to answer as a glass-door. These comparatively enonnous 
Steps and balcony being sadly out of proportion with tbc 
diminutive house against which they rested , increased the 
oddity of its physiognomy, and suggested the idea of a 
grown man's coat put on the back of a boy ten years old. 

Doctor Antonio found his patient in a State far from satb»* 
factory. Lucy had scarcely closed her eyes all night; com- 
plained of headache and constant thirst; her lips were 
parched; her pulse bad— she was in a high fever. "I wish 
1 had bled you yesterday," said the Doctor after feeling her 
pulse; "have you any objection to being bledf 

"None in the least, if you say it is necessary/* replied 
Lucy; "but you had better speak to papa first." 

"Very well; will you be so good, then, as to send your 
maid and teil Sir John Davenne that I wish to see bim?'' 

HutchinSy with a glance at her mistress, moved to ga 
"Wait a moment in your own room, Hutchins, beforeyou 
go to papa/' said Lucy; ^'I want to ask Dr. Antonio some- 
thing." 

As soon as they were alone, Lucy opening wide her eyes, 
bright with fever, fixed them eamestly on the rather as- 
tonished Doctor, and then said, "Am I in danger f 

The Doctor laughed outright. 

"No more than I am," he answered; "what put sucha 
notion into your headf " 

"Pray," said Lucy, "don't try to cheat me; don't treat 
me like a child. I am not afraid to die, and if I am dying I 
ought to be told, and I must, and will know.'* 

" You have a brave heart, I am sure," replied the Doctor, 
with some emotion, ^'but I can assureyou Üiat your present 
Situation calls for none of your fortitude. BeUeve me, you 
are no more likely to die just now than I am.'* 

^^ParolaV asked Lucy, putting out her littie thm band. 
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^Parola^ answered Antonio, grasping it with hb own. 

**Thank you/' said Lucy; "I will teil you now what made 
me think that I was in danger. Early this moming the first 
tfaing I saw was the girl you calied Speranza. I suppose I had 
been half-asleep, for I did not see her come into the room. 
Sfae was seated in a chair watching me intently. Her eyes, 
80 expressive at any time, were so füll of pity and sadness 
whcn thcy met mine, that a thrill of fear shot through my 
beart. Tears, big tears, were actually rolling down her 
cheeks. Methought that a girl would not have been so dis- 
tressed about a stranger, except something very wrong was 
the matter with me, and as I feit very ill I could only fancy "— 

''VeryabsurdthingSj^interruptedtheDoctor. "Speranza 
is a foolish girl, füll of feeling, which she cannot help show- 
iog, in and out of season. We Italians are noted as a silly 
demonstrative people, you know/' added he, smiling. "Be- 
sides, I do not wonder that a warm-hearted girl, such as I 
bow Speranza to be, should be moved to tears to see one 
soyoung and so"— (here Antonio stopped and hesitated, 
but not more than a second,) "and so lovely, suffering so 
auch. Will you allow me now to see your father?" 

"Oh yes," and raising her voice a little, Lucy bade 
Hutchins go and deliver Doctor Antonio's message. 

Sir John had got up very early in the deplorable frame 

of mind of one who had passed a deplorable night, and had 

somc hints of the gout into the bargain. Sir John had al- 

rcady seen Hutchins, and received from her an unfavourable 

Import of his daughter's State, and consequently lost all hope 

of Icaving that day. Sir John had calied for John to bring 

bim his razors, and heard that John was not in the house. 

This string of annoyances had told in a forcible manner on 

the nerves of the absolute Baronet, who waited impatiently 

for the return of his servant to pour out on his large round 

bead all the amount of crossness— crossness, not wrath, is 

tbc word — that was pent up in his breast. "Everything goes 

wrong in this cursed country l'^ exclaimed the Baronet, by 

way of relief« 
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Sir John had few but very decided notions about Raly 
and Italians. Italy, Sir John allowed, was a fine coantry, 
but scarcely habitable: a funiace in sununer, a glacier in 
Winter. Rome was a place worth seeing, but dull! dull! dull! 
The Italians he pronounced to be a rapacious, shabby-look- 
ing, oily-tongued people, who never went out without a 
rosary in one pocket and a stiletto in the other» Every 
second man met with in the street was either a singer, er a 
bandit, or a ruined noble who lived by bis wits; a catalogue 
of the constituent elements of the Italian social body, en- 
riched of late by the fresh addition of the bloodthirsty re- 
publican conspirator, plotting for ever against his lawful * 
sovereign — a new variety of the species Italian, of whichSir 
John had heard much during his late stay at Rome, from a 
young Roman prince, the nephew of a Cardinal, and who 
greatly affected English society. For, the better to study 
Italian character, habits, and manners, Sir John frequented 
only English families; had an English physician, English 
servants, even an English cook; ate English dinners, drank 
soi'disant English wines, and bought from English shops— in 
Short, Sir John had realized at Rome a little London of his 
own. 

When John, on his retum, presented himself before his 
master, his face had on it such a lively expression of despair, 
that even in his present mood the Baronet changed the me- 
ditated storm of invective into the question of, — 

" What the devil is the matter now?" 

"I have been at Bordighera, sir," replied John, "and 
there is neither beef, nor tea, nor fresh butter to be hadl 
What are we to do?'' asked John in so piteous a tone that 
three parts of a smile extended Sir John's lips. 

Just at this interesting moment there came a rap at the 
door, and Miss Hutchins with the message. Sir John, a little 
alarmed, went at once to the lobby, where he found the 
Doctor. Sir John begged the Doctor to be seated. 

"I find Miss Davenne this morning," began the Doctor, 
as he took a chair, " with a good deal of fever. It is only 
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what I expected. I think she would be relieved by a little 
bleeding." 

Sir John, one of whose favourite crotchets it was that all 
Italian doctors bled all their patients to death, on Hearing 
this proposal gave a bound on his chair, and said, with great 
warmth, — ^**Bleedingl no bleeding whatever, on any account. 
I will have no bleeding!" 

Doctor Antonio coloured up to the white of his eyes, — 
and who knows what he was going to reply? — but checking 
the ready rejoinder by a strong eifort, he said, slowly and 
cahnly, "Not even if I assure you that it is absolutely ne- 
cessary?" 

**I do not admit the necessity," replied Sir John, dog- 
gedly; **and I make no bleeding the sine qua non of your 
attendance on my daughter." 

"It is so, is it?" said the Doctor; and without further 
parley he drew out his memorandum-book and wrote down 
some names on a fly-leaf, handing which to Sir John, he con- 
tinued, — "These are the names and addresses of the two 
nearest medical practitioners; the young lady will be safe 
with either of them. I shall not withdraw tili one of the 
gentlemen is here." So saying, he rose, with a bow, went 
to the balcony, and stood against the railing with folded 
arms, in the attitude of a sentinel waiting to be relieved. 

Face to face with the resolve so suddenly acted upon by 
the Italian, Sir John, like most people who have been hur- 
ried on by passion, began to regret having gone so far. Like 
Alp on Alp, one difficulty after another shewed its rugged 
head. Suppose neither of the other two doctors spoke £ng- 
lisb, — not very probable they would; suppose Lucy, who had 
taken a fancy to this Antonio, refused to see them ; suppose 
this man was right, and suppose her life should be en- 
dangered by his Opposition. There is nothing for it, thought 
Sir John, but a little conciliation with this most disagreeable 
of Italians — the man, of course, waits but for a word; and 
making a prodigious eflfort, he called out in a querulous 
tone, "Why do you wish to bleed?" 
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**Because," replied Antonio, turning towards theBarone^ 
as he uttered the words, and then resuming his former Po- 
sition, "because, as I have already stated, I think it indis- 
pensable.*' 

A dead pause ensued. 

"Italian practice everjrwhere the same," broke out Sn: 
John, soliloquizing aloud; "nothing but the lancet — the 
same quacks all through the country. No, no, it can't be; 
how can I authorize bleeding?'' 

Antonio heard, but made no reply. 

"Doctor Antonio, you are then determined to blced?" 
exclaimed the Baronet, Walking about the room in exaspera- 
tion. 

"You mistake," retorted the young man, with some 
haughtiness; "I am determined to do no more in this case 
but resign the young lady into better hands. I shall wait 
the arrival of my successor below," and he moved towards 
the Steps. Sir John came to the glass-door, and in utter 
desperation said, — 

"Perhaps I have been too hasty; but you can under- 
stand my feelings, sir,— the feelings of a father for an only 
daughter." 

There was real distress in the voice, real distress in the 
working of the Baronet's features, as perceived by the Doc- 
tor, who had faced round upon him. 

"The proof that I understand and respect your feelings," 
said Antonio, "is, that instead of resenting your taunts on 
my profession and country, which I would have done with 
anybody eise, I adjure you once more to let me do for my 
patient what I consider necessary." 

The words were spoken so simply, yet so eamestly, there 
was such a stamp of dignity about the whole man, as he 
stood on the threshold in the attitude of one giving a solemn 
waming, so much reserve yet courtesy in his voice, that Sir 
John, provoked as he was, could not help being Struck by 
the ensemhle, and said, with marked hesitation, — 

"If I were to consent to jour bleeding my daughter^ I 
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should be going against the express caution of every phy- 
sician who has ever attended her/' 

"I should myself have given you similar ad vice/' said 
Antonio; "but Üiere are certain conditions which must mo- 
dify the most salutary rules, and Miss Davenne's State is a 
case in point." 

"Well," Said Sir John, "situated as I am, I have no alter- 
native but to let you do what you think proper; only re- 
member, that in bleeding Miss Davenne you act entirely on 
your own responsibility." 

**A thing I have never shrunk from, and I accept it 
willingly," replied Antonio, brightening, and without any 
further delay he returned to Lucy's room. 

Sir John had no sooner given this ungradous consent 
than he was angry with himself for giving it, and walked 
back to his room with the feeling of one sorely aggrieved. 
At the end of a quarter of an hour, this feeling, duly nursed 
and fondled, had grown up, expanded, and ripened, into a 
clear and decided conviction that he had been unfairly got 
the better o^ a discovery immediately foUowed by intense 
commiseration for himself, the victim, and a burst of fresh 
hot indignation against Antonio, the victimizer. "And so 
here I am at the mercy of this manl" said Sir John to him- 
self. All the Davennes' proud blood tingled in his veins at 
the idea. He angrily strode to the glass-door and called to 
John, who was pacing the garden in low spirits, to order 
post-horses for the carriage at once, and to come up to him 
afterwards. Then opening his desk with a violent jerk, the 
Baronet began to write, not with his usual pompous com- 
posure, but much in the approved stage mode, making 
dashes right and left, fit to tear the paper to the heart, ac- 
companied by a scratching and spluttering of the pen, suffi- 
cient to set on edge the teeth of any but a man in a passion. 
Sir John had finished and sealed his angry missive, when 
Ins servant brought in the consoling intelligence that the 
horses would come up immediately. "Put them to theminute 
they come/' said the Baronet, "and go to Nice as fa&\a<&^Q>x 
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can with tbis letter to the British Consul there, and deliv6r 
it into bis own bands. I bave asked bim to give you tbe 
name and address of tbe first pbysician, — Englisb pbysician 
I mean, of tbe town. Find bim out and bring bim here at 
any cost^ and witb tbe least possible delay. No stoppages 
on tbe road; you must be back bere to-morrow." 

Jobn bowed, and in ten minutes more Sir John had tbe 
consolation of bearing tbe carriage roll off. 
" - One Word is due to tbe messenger. Jobn Ducket was tbe 
lineal descendant of a generation of servitors of tbeDavenne 
family, all like bimself bom and reared on tbe estate of 
Davenne, and succeeding one anotber as butlers with a re- 
gularity tbat had finisbed by making tbe office hereditary in 
tbeir family. Jobn, bom wbile bis master was still in petti- 
coats, had been named by Sir Aubrey after bis heir, in re- 
Cognition of the faithful Services of tbe Duckets. As Time 
used bis scythe, John succeeded bis fatber and grandfatber, 
and was now Sir John's confidential valet,— a man in whom 
tbe Baronet put infinite trust, and less to his master's credit, 
often bis souffre-douleur, John had been drilled to passive 
obedience from his youth upwards, and continued to walk 
in tbat way, — an obedience far from onerous, for if there 
was a man in tbe world who thought more highly of the 
Davenne family than Sir Jobn bimself, tbat man was John 
Ducket. He worshipped the very name; every word tbat 
feil from Sir John's lips had all tbe autbority of an oracle 
with bis man. Had Sir John ordered bim to go to Nice and 
bring bim back the first person be met in the town instead 
of tbe first pbysician, John would bave set out witb the 
same determination to obey literally, and believed Sir John 
to be perfectly in the right. 

Wbile Jobn, lolling at his ease inside bis master's car- 
riage, plays tbe Baronet, and looks down superciliously on 
tbe pedestrian wayfarers, who take bim for a great person- 
age, and touch tbeir bats to bim as they get out of the way 
— wbile Sir John counts tbe passing bours, and savours in 
spJrIf r^vcnge, tbat fruit so sweet in anticipation, so bitter in 
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thefasting, Doctor Antonio awaits with disguised anxiety 
the eflfect of the moming's bleeding. He has already called 
foor times in the course of a few hours, and Hutchins con- 
tinues to give the same answer, which he continues to re- 
cdve with the same look of intense satisfaction: ''Miss 
Davenne is quiet, and appears to sleep/' As no one is to 
be permitted to enter her room for fear of disturbing a rest 
so loDged for and so necessary to the poor girl, Hutchins^ 
who watches her through the door left open between the 
roomsy from time to time goes on tiptoe to Sir John and 
gives him a similar buUetin. The house, thanks to Rosa 
and her daughter's attentive care, is so quiet that one might 
fsncy it uninhabited. The Sunday customers from Bor- 
dighera are pitilessly sent away. Towards evening Lucy 
calls her maid, and asks if the Doctor is come. He has been 
sitting alone in the balcony for the last hour, and goes to 
her at once. Lucy feels better, even thinks she has slept. 
Antonio places bis fingers on her pulse, desires her not 
to speak, holds a glass containing a bland soporific to her 
fips, and wishes her a good night. No doubt of it; the 
thnely bleeding has dissipated the complication that he ap- 
prehended; you see in bis face that a great weight is taken 
off his mind. His Step, as he walks homewards, is more 
springy than in the moming, and he hums a tune as he 
goes. 

Lucy slept, and soundly; indeed did not awake tili ten 
the next moming, and then so refreshed and composed tbat 
she feit quite another creature. ''I was beginning to think 
you meant to dismiss me altogether," said Antonio, cheer- 
üilly, as he was ushered in by Miss Hutchins. ''I have 
called twice ahready this morning, and each time foimd 
dosed doors.*' 

''I really have slept unconscionably late,^^ said Miss 
Davenne, in a little confusion. 

**A11 right," repUed the Doctor; "you have to make up 
formuch lost time. And how do you feel? your countenance 
is a herald of good news.'^ 
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"What does it say?*' asked Lucy; "let tne hear if i 
speaks the truth." 

"It says," Antonio went on, "first, that you have got ric 
of fever; secondly, that you are wishing for some break* 
fast. Have I guessed aright?" 

"Like a second Daniel/' answered Lucy, smiling; ^I wa2 
really just longing for a cup of tea and some fresh butter.^ 

"Hum," Said the Doctor, "for the cup of tea we are all 
safe. I was so sure that an English young lady would bc 
sighing for her tea, that, see, I put some in my pocket fot 
you." 

"How kind of youl" said Lucy. "Do you, as an Italian 
gentleman, disapproveoftea?" asked she, with some retun 
of archness. 

"Quite the contrary, — I am a great devotee of *the cup 
that cheers but not inebriates;' I always take tea for l»eak- 
fast myself. As to fresh butter, that is a very different afiair. 
I believe if I were to off er its weight in gold, I could not find 
any for you in this neighbourhood.'* 

"Don't people eat butter here!'* exclaimed Lucy; "or do 
you mean to say that no one here knows how to make it?" 

"They are not quite so behindhand/' answered the 
Italian; "but I will teil you all about it presently. As you 
have been such an amiable patient, doing me such credit, I 
must contrive to reward you. I shall make you some buttei 
myself." 

"You!" cried Lucy, "you churn butter 1" 

"You will see," he answered, almost laughing at hei 
genuine surprise ; and went out of the room, and retumed in 
a quarter ojf an hour, carrying a large bottle three-parts fuD 
of milk. 

He now seated himself near the bed, and with all the 
gravity in the world began shaking the bottle with a violenc€ 
and perseverance that soon made him as red as fire. Lucy 
tried in vain not to laugh. "You are laughing at my churn,' 
he said, very calmly; "it is a primitive one, to be sure, bu 
it will do its work very well;" and up and down went tlu 
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botüe again. ^'Look,'' he said— and he held it before the 
brge pair of eyes that were fixed upon him with such a 
mixed gaze of merriment and wonder — '^do you see those 
Mtüe balls? That's the beginning of your pat of butter.'^ 

"Bat you forget," said Lucy, **that you have not told 
me why you are obliged to make the butter yourself;" and 
as she spoke, the thought crossed her, What would papa 
think if he saw the Doctor now! 

'*In the first place/' explained the Doctor, ''the soil is 
too dry here to afTord good pasture, and that is the reason 
why our farmers do not keep more than one or two cows. 
Now the milk of one or two cows does not give cream enough 
to make it worth while to chum every second day, you 
know.'* 

''No, I don't know anything about it/' said the still 
laughing girl; "but go on.*' 

"The consequence is/' he resumed, "that they wait tili 
they have a week's cream before they make any butter, and 
as by that time most of the cream is rancid, the butter it 
makes is detestable stuff, that bums your throat, and half 
chokes you. Yet, it might be very good, for, owing to the 
aromatic plants that grow about in abundance, the milk, 
though not rieh, is very sweet. But the truth is, there is no 
demand for butter." 

"No demand I'' repeated Lucy. "How do all the people 
in the neighbourhood, I mean the gentlemen's families, 
manage?" 

The Doctor smiled. "We are not in England, signora, 
and we find our oil an excellent Substitute." 

"OhI" Said Lucy, "I have such a horror of oil." 

''One of your English prejudices," he answered. A short 
silence ensued, while Lucy considered the manly intelligent 
^e and commanding figure of the Doctor, so at odds with 
lüs occupation. 

At last, after an eamest searching gaze into his bottle, 
tke Doctor exclaimed, ,"JBccoZo, ohcaro^ here's your pat of 
botter;" and with a little triumphant air, he added, "Now, 
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I must see to the washing and pressing of my microscopk 
production, lest it should melt away during the process.'^ 
Hutchins' countenance during the whole of the Performance 
would have been a good study for a painter; incredulity, 
derision, and at last wonder, being admirably expressed in 
every feature of her face. 

•*As I cannot come and chum for you every day/' said 
the Doctor, retuming, "I think the best way to have fresh 
butter for you and your household daily, is to hire a couple 
of cows for your use. Speranza will manage the matter for 
you, if you like, and milk them herseif, she said, to be sure 
that the article is genuine. And since we are on the subject 
of eatables, let me give you one or two hints which may be 
useful, as you will not be able to leave this poor place for 
some little time to come/' 

"What will papa do, then?" asked Lucy, anxiously; **he 
is so impatient to go to London/' 

**My dear young lady,'' ahswered Doctor Antonio, sooth- 
ingly, 'Mepend upon it, Sir John cares for nothing so much 
as for your recovery; so now listen to what I was going to 
say. Two mail-coaches are daily passing this, one from 
Genoa to Nice, and one from Nice to Genoa, and you can 
by their means be regularly supplied from the markets of 
either place with anything you may require, only you must 
have some one at Genoa or Nice to purchase for you, sj^d 
have the things brought to the coach-office. 1 have friends 
in both places who will undertake all this for you, if you 
like." 

"Thank you very much," said Lucy, "but we have our 
Courier at Nice who can do all that for us without troubling 
your friends." 

''So mucb the better," replied Antonio. Hutchins ät 
this moment entered with the breakfast, and Miss Lucy 
attacked the toast and butter with an alacrity of good ömen, 
pronouncing the butter to be the very best she had ever 
tasted^ ''Now that I think of it," said Miss Davenne, "what 
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ias become of Speranza? I have not seen her since yester- 
lay moming." 

"Speranza/* answcMd the Doctor, "has had a good 
Koldingy and is ashamed to show herseif/' 

"Ah! so you have been scolding; why did you scold 

"For frightenmg a certain young lady with her non- 
sensical scared looks,^ retumed Antonio; "I should never 
hvrt guessed her to be such a simpleton.** 

''Howf ^ asked the young lady. 

"I suppose I shall do no härm by telling you of her fool- 
idmess. You must know/' continued the Doctor, ''that 
when the girl heard that you had sent away the crucifix and 
the Madonna hanging by your bed** — 

"She took ofTence, did she?'' suggested Lucy. 

^No, no ! but she at once jumped to the hasty conclusion, 
that you were not a Christian, and she feit so sorry, so sorry, 
as she told me, to think that you never could go to Paradise, 
that when she next saw you, she could not help crying 
about it'* 

"Dear kind soull*' exclaimed Lucy; "she must not be 
albwed to believe that I am not a Christian. Pray, Doctor 
Antonio, go and fetch her.** 

He went at once, and presently retumed drawing in after 
hhn the reluctant Italian girl, looking prettier than ever, her 
dieeks as red as cherries with the glow of shame. *'I beg 
yoor pardon, signora,** she faltered to Lucy, "I did not 
aean to o£fend you, indeed I didn't.** 

"I am not ofTended, cara mia^ said Lucy prettily, in 
Itahan, though with a little embarrassment on her side also, 
which brought a faint blush on her pale face : the two girls 
made a nice picture. "Truly, I am grateful to you for taking 
10 much.interest in an utter stranger. If I were not a Chris- 
tian, I should indeed be an object for the pity of every one. 
Bat I am, my good Speranza, and I worship and pray to the 
tarne FaÜier in heaven whom you worship and pray to.** 

Speranza took the young lady's band, and was äbout to 
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carry it to her Ups, when Lucy drew her hästily forward^ 
and kissed her on the cheek. 

"That will do now," interfered the Doctor, who did not 
want his patient to grow excited; '^you must not forget that 
some of my butter is still on your plate." 

Sir John came into the room a little after this scene, and 
while the actors in it, still under its impression, were looking 
very pleased. For, though not new, it is nevertheless a con- 
soling truth, and one worthy of being recorded, that nothing 
is so wholesome, nothing does so much for people's loöks, 
as a little interchange of the small coin of benevolence. Sir 
John was in a mood that allowed of his taking the infection 
of the good humour he saw in the others. Unlike the first 
night, Sir John had slept very well — is it not wonderful and 
mortifying to think how much the colour of one's mental per- 
spective depends upon the sort of night that one has passed? 
— Sir John, then, had slept very well; had shaved to his 
heart's content; had received a good account of hisdaughter; 
had had a cup of excellent tea— the Doctor's own tea, and 
altogether feit in good spirits. 

"You see, Sir John," said Doctor Antonio, good-liu- 
mouredly, after the moming's salutations had been ex- 
changed, "you see that even so terrible an extremity as 
bleeding may be attended with satisfactory results. Here 
is your daughter to witness to the fact." 

"No one rejoices more sincerely than I do at the success 
of your remedy ; and Miss Davenne and myself are much in- 
debted to you," replied Sir John, with no little embarrass- 
ment, as the thought came upon him all at once of the pos- 
sibility of the English physician arriving while the Italian 
was still there. But j ust as the apprehension of such a collision 
presented itsdf before him, Doctor Antonio took his hat, 
saying, that he was afraid he should not be able to call again 
before the evening. 

"Are you going to desert me, now that I am better f 
asked Miss Davenne, with a cloud on her brow. 

"Not for the world," replied the Doctor eamestly; "but 
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[ liave a visit to make at a place some miles off, which I have 
äelayed for the last two days , and can do so no longer/' 

"One momenty Doctor Antonio/' said Sir John, so much 
lelieved that his good humour waxed active, and with an 
isstinctive wish, so common in human nature, to do some- 
Ibmg to please the man for whom he had prepared a rod of 
moitification; "can you give me any news of that unlucky 
post-boy?" 

**0f Prospero?'' replied the no little surprised Doctor, 
"he is poorly enough; he has an intermittent fever.'' 

"Is it dangerous?" asked Lucy. 

"Not dangerous," was the answer, "but likely to nail him 
to his bed for weeks ; — a very sad prospect, Miss Davenne, 
for people who have nothing to trust to for their bread but 
the labour of their hands, and who, besides, have others 
dependent upon them." 

"Is Prospero married?" inquired the young lady. 

"Not yet, but he has an old mother and a younger brother 
vhom he Supports, for poor Prospero is a better son and 
brother than postilion. But I really must leave you, so good- 
byc, and a rioederlaJ* 

"Papa," Said Lucy, when the sound of the Doctor's Steps 
had died away, "you have no objection, have you, to my 
sending some money to that poor man? Doctor Antonio 
gives him such a good character." 

Sir John checked an exclamation of satisfaction that rose 
to bis lips at a proposal which gratified at once his parental 
pride in the warm feelings of his child, and reconciled the 
promptings of his really kind heart with those extravagant 
Botions of dignity, before whose tribunal all soft impulse 
Vis a weakness. The fact is, that Sir John, to his praise be 
it Said, on hearing of poor Prospero's case, had instantly 
\itgon to think how he could manage to send him a little 
numey without conmiitting himself. Now, Lucy's proposal 
was just what he could have wished. Prospero would have 
the money, and it would be her doing, not his; so he an- 
iwered, with a studied carelessness, "You may do so if you 
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wish it, my dear, thoagh no thanks to him üiat we did n 
break our nccks; however, that's no r^son why the motin 
should suffer. Send the moncy to the poor old woman wl 
certainly deserves to be pitied for having such a harebiaioe 
son." 

"I think, papa, I had better talk to Doctor Antonio abov 
it, he will teil us what is best to be done.*' 

«As you like, my dear," said Sir John; then, to diaoffi 
the subject, he remarked what a beautiful day it was. 

"Is it not?" said Lucy; "and the air is so sweet. C« 
and take a walk, papa, it will do you good." 

"I have half a mind to do so; but you will be lonely, p«- 
haps. Would you like Hutchins to read to you while'l am 
out?'* 

"I asked the Doctor if she might do so, papa, but h» 
said it would not do yet." 

« Your Doctor Antonio, my dear," said Sir John, fretfiillf, 
"is a dreadfully slow man." 

<< You know the Italians have a proverb that says ^ckita 
piano va sano, chi va sano va lontano^' " replied Miss Davenoe, 
playfully. **! will be quiet and think. A pleasant walk to 
you, papa." 

The sea, the sky, the mountains, everything was smiling 
around, and a soft breeze tempered the ardour of the noon- 
day sun. As, fanned by the genial air, Sir John walked on 
leisurcly towards Bordighera, a sense of physical comfort 
stole over him, and under its influcnce all the better fcelings 
of his nature awoke. Indeed, so softened was his haart, 
that had he been called on to specify his grievances against 
Doctor Antonio,— windmills which yesterday he had mis- 
taken for giants,— he would have just now been sorely at a 
loss how to do so. We may even go so far as to aver that 
there was a moment in which Sir John wished, actually 
wished, that he either had not sent John to Nice, or that 
John might retum alone. 

But this good humour was short-lived. Exactly because 
Sir John was a very proud, he was also a very sensitive per- 
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lon, and likely to be ruffled by finding a doubled rose-leaf 
en bis coucb of grandeur. The doubled rose-leaf came to 
disturb him this time in the bodily shape of a lusty villager, 
with a frank good-humoured countenance. Sir John had al- 
itady met several people, all of whom had lifted their caps 
as they passed, which he feit was only just as it ought to be. 
The news of the accident which had befallen the English 
gentleman and his daughter, the description given by Rosa 
and Speranza of the surpassing beauty and gentleness of 
die latter, had spread both far and wide, and had naturally 
created a warm sympathy for the strangers. This feeling 
ftkt good-natured people met with by Sir John had ex- 
pressed on this momingy as we said, by taking their caps 
offto the gentleman; but the stout labourer just mentioned 
was not to be satisfied with silent pantomime. He accosted 
die Baronet, and addressed him at some length, winding up 
with an attempt to shake hands; a familiarity hateful to Sir 
John at elections and public rejoicings in England, and one 
lie was little indined to tolerate on a road in Italy. The 
hurly peasant, whose professions of interest and good-will 
were expressed in a patois utterly unintelligible to his 
Hstener, was far from dreaming of the oiTence he had given 
when he saw the embarrassed Englishman suddenly turn his 
back upon him, and retrace his Steps to the Osteria, where 
he arrived in a very diiferent temper from that which had 
{laced the beginning of his walk. 



CHAPTER V. 

A pitched Battle. 

Sir John had not been long home, when the sound of 
fittt-approaching wheels made him spring to his feet and 
Ittirry to the balcony, from whence he perceived his own 
cairiage standing at the garden gate, and his own man John, 
vho, after assisting a short^ plump^ middle-aged gentleman 
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to alighti conducted him across the garden. Sir Jobs 
hastened to dose the door between Hutchins' room and the 
lobby, and retumed to his observatory in time to see the 
new-comer stop at the foot of the steps, take off his hat, 
draw forth a snow-white handkerchief, and while slowly 
wiping his large bald head, shining in the sun like a golden 
ball, take a hasty survey of all that he could see of his own 
person; then after first stamping one foot and then the 
other, to shake away some small particles of dust that 
dimmed the brilliancy of his polished patent-leather boots» 
mount the stairs with a deliberate Step. ^'Something like a 
physician/' murmured the Baronet, as he caught a nearer 
view of the broad, honest, English face, close-shaved chin, 
and rigorous professional black costume, to which the irre* 
proachable white neckcloth and finely-plaited wide shirt-fnll 
gave an exquisite finish. Sir John's heart expanded as a 
üower bitten by the first frost expands under the cheering 
rays of an October sun. 

Sir John's reception of the stranger was as cordial as Sir 
John's nature and habits permitted: he put out the index 
and medium of his right band in sign of welcome, and posir 
tively made a slight apology for the trouble he had given. 
The English doctor received with due deference between 
his own thumb and index the two fingers held out, giving 
them a gentle professional pressure, as if he were feeling 
their pulse. This done, Doctor Yorke— for such was the 
name of the new doctor, such a contrast to the other— with 
the self-possession of a man long habituated to deal with 
all classes of all nations, and to detect at aglance the be- 
setting foible as well as the besetting malady, proceeded to 
beg Sir John not to speak of trouble. His Services were, 
as they ought to be, at the bebest of suiferers in general; it 
was his duty to be prepared for all emergencies. In the 
present case, any little personal inconvenience was more 
than compensated for by the honour of making the ac- 
quaintance of Sir John Davenne, (here both gentlemen 
bowed,) and by, as he fondly hoped, the satisfaction of 
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being of use to Miss Davenne^ of whose unfortunate ac- 
tident he had heard from the servant. 

This was all according to Sir John's ideas of propriety; 
and the sense of relief he feit in listening to Doctor Yorke^ 
was something only to be compared to what a man feels 
«ho escapes from sufTocation. While the stout little doctor 
pansed to take breath, Sir John had time to bless his good 
fortune that had sent him a man so well bred. At last, all 
tiie preliminaries being over, the two Englishmen sat down, 
and Sir John entered at length on the tale of his misadven- 
tnres, — the embarking at Civita Vecchia, the horrors of the 
storm^ the landing at Spezia, (what a hole that Spezia! 
beds as hard as stone, and too short by a foot,) and the 
jonmey by land up to the climax of the overtum. To hear 
Sir John, one would have thought that the storm in the 
Ifediterranean, and the short beds at Spezia, were both 
contrived for his personal annoyance; but he made no 
specific Charge until he came to the unlucky wight of a 
postilion, when, forgetful of the moming's mercy, the 
Baronet declared his belief that the overtum wasadeliberate 
act, nothing less than a clear attempt at murder. ^' Ask me 
wrthismotives/^ pursued Sir John, waxing warm— for Sir 
John wanted to be angry, and was trying all he could to 
lash himself into a passion — *'his motives? do I know what 
may have been his motives? — But that there was premedita- 
tion, cool premeditation, sir, I have an unanswerable proof 
in the sconndrel's indifference after the mischief was done. 
IMd he so much as lift his little finger to render assistance? 
No, sir, he stood as unconcemed as his horses— No, I am 
wrong, the poor beasts shook with terror." 

Sir John next described Doctor Antonio biu'sting on 
tiiem like a Congreve rocket. "The queerest-looking figure 
Wa medical man I ever met with,'' said the Baronet, ''with 
a beard like a French pioneer, and a sugar-loaf hat just 
Hke a captain of banditti in a melodrama.'' Doctor Yorke's 
polite attention redoubled at this point, and in the left 
comer of his mouth there quivered an arch smile, either in 
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compliment to Sir John's graphic powers, or in enjoymenl 
of some odd conceit of his owiu ''This Doctor Antonio , i£ 
that be really hit name, says he is a physidan, and without 
the tmallest ceremony pounces upon my daughter, sets 
about examining her foot, declares there is nothii^ the 
matter but a sprained ankle, and with not so much as 'by 
your leave/ takes upon himself to order her to be carried 
here. Well, sir/ proceeded Sir John, with angry and 
signiiicant etnphasis, ''that is not alL I naturally «lough 
express my Intention of continuing my joumey to Nice after 
a few hours' rest. 'HoursI^ cries the man, staring at me; 
'rather weeks/ Weeksl and on my remonstrating at the 
mention of such a monstrous period, the oracle pronounces 
his award, that my daughter cannot be removed for at least 
forty days. Forty dayst very easy for him to say, but not 
so easy for me to get through in such a place as this; to say 
nothing of my only son, Captain Davenne, being expected 
in London at the end of this month, after an absence of ten 
years," 

"Very provoking, indeed/' remarked Doctor Yorke. 

"Not that this drcumstance can alter the case in point,'' 
added Sir John, condescendingly; "but I put the question to 
you, Doctor—'* 

"Yorke,*' suggested the Doctor. 

"I put the question to you, Doctor Yorke, speaking to 
you as to a distinguished member of the medical profession 
— (Doctor Yorke bows)— Is it likely that a mere sprain 
would prevent any one from travelling in an easy carriage 
for the enormous length of time of forty days?" 

Doctor Yorke thus directly appealed to, drew a massive 
gold snuff-box with an inscription on it out of his waistcoat 
pocket, gave it the three consecrated taps, held it to Sir 
John, who declined, took a pinch himself, and after a second 
of self-indulgence and meditation, said that the query put 
to him was not so easily answered as might seem on a 
prima facie view. Generally speaking, a simple sprain cured 
in a week or two, though he must add that he had met, in 
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te course of his practice, with accidents of that description 
tttended by such aggravated Symptoms, as to necessitate 
absolute repose for even a longer period than that men- 
tioned by the Baronet. In which category was Miss Da- 
venne's sprain to be placed? that was the point at issue, and 
which nothing, resumed Doctor Yorke, could decide but a 
careful examination of the foot. 

**£xactly so/' chimed in Sir John, "a, careful examination 
Iqr a gentleman of your Standing and experience is all I can 
idsh for« I shall willingly bow to your authority/' 

^'Then, Sir John, the less time we lose the better/' ob- 
Krved Doctor Yorke. '^Is the Itaiian gentleman here?" 

Sir John replied in the negative. 

^I heg you will send for him inunediately, as his pre- 
lence is indispensable.'^ 

^I am sorry to hear it, Doctor Yorke/' answered the 
Baronet rather shyly; ''for when Doctor Antonio paid his 
Visit this moming, he mentioned that he had a call to make 
tt some distance, and was not likely to return before the 
e?cning." 

"Very stränge l" exclaimed Doctor Yorke, "when he 
knew you had sent to Nice for a Consulting physicians' 

Sir John, with increasing embarrassment, was here 
obliged to confess that he had not mentioned the circum- 
stance to Doctor Antonio. 

"God bless my heart, this is very awkward!'' said the 
Htüe gentleman, beginning to look very blank. "Do you 
not know, my dear Sir John, that it is a rule, a canonical 
nile among us medical men, never to examine another 
man's patient except in his presence?'' A iine mess we are 
in, added he mentally to himself. 

"But, Doctor Yorke, under the present circumstances, 
cannot you dispense with a mere formality?'' observed Sir 
John, in a persuasive tone; "we are in Italy, you know, not 
hl England/' 

"The rule holds good here as well as there," quietly 
ittumed the English practitioner; "it is not the mere 
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formality it appears in your eyes^ nor a mere äct of courtesy 
either. It has been accepted as a law amongst tts, with a 
view to prevent abuses, most likely to arise if there wero 
no restrictions. You know the vulgär adage, Too many 
cooks—Ahl there you are," continued the Doctor, in qoite 
a different key; "how luckyl we were just regretting your 
absence/' 

These last words were addressed to Doctor Antonio, 
whose tall figure here darkened the outer door. Doctor 
Antonio had retumed sooner than he expected, and as he 
rode past the Osteria, a sort of misgiving had seized hhn 
that the toast and butter of the moming might have proved 
hard of digestion, so to clear this doubt^ he had alighted and 
called. 

Antonio's round, salient temples worked fearfuUy, and 
a flash of anger darted from his eyes— but it was only for a 
second, and as he entered the room his countenance was 
restored to its usual serenity and pladd smile. Doctor 
Yorke rose with extended band to meet his brother in 
medicine. Sir John now became disagreeably aware that 
the two physicians were acquainted, and to all seeming on 
excellent terms, which in fact they were. They had become 
known to each other at the time the cholera was raging at 
Nice and in the environs, and had met for many a consulta-* 
tion on that sad occasion, and stood side by side at many a 
deathbed. 

"How do you do, my dear sir?*' said Antonio, cheerfully, 
"how glad I am to shake hands with you! Come down to 
see the young lady, eh? we will go to her presently.'* 

"You see me here,^^ said Doctor Yorke, desirous of 
^vesting his position of all ambiguity, "at Sir John Da- 
venne's express invitation, to consult about Miss Davenne 
with Miss Davenne's physician, who, I am glad to find, is 
yourself. I am sure when the patient is in such good hands 
there is no need of me; however, if you have no objec« 
tion'^- 

"None in the world/' said Doctor Antonio, not allowing 
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ds colleague to finish the sentence; *' to submit themeasures 
i bave employed to so kind and competent a judge, is at all 
ämes an honour for me^' — Doctor Yorke waved bis fat wbite 
band deprecatingly — ^^yes, an bonour, and^ allow me to add, 
a gratification/' wound up Antonio. <'But enougb spoken 
between old friends; I fear I bave already detained you too 
long. Had Su: Jobn Davenne been so good as to let me 
know tbis moming tbat be expected you/' pursued tbe 
ItaKan, witb meaning in bis voice, and facing round upon 
tiie Baronet^ ^^you sbould not bave found me out of tbe 
way— '* 

Sir John's conscience lent weigbt to tbe words , and be 
lidd bis tongue, glad tbat be bad not found time to mention 
the bleeding, tbe second coimt in tbe indictment against 
Antonio. ^'I am now at your service, Doctor Yorke, but I 
think tbere is a point to be considered before we go to Miss 
Davenne, tbat is, if sbe be unprepared also — " 

"Quite so/' Said Sir Jobn. 

"Well, tben," went on tbe Italian, "Miss Davenne may, 
perhaps, take frigbt, be alarmed I mean, as sick people are 
apt to be, by tbe unexpected sigbt of two doctors at ber 
bcdside" — ("And enougb, too,'' said tbe Englisb pbysician, 
in a stage-aside) — "sbe may very naturally suppose," con- 
tinued Antonio, gravely, "tbat sometbing very serious is tbe 
matter witb ber." 

"Ab, truel very rigbt, very tbougbtful indeed," smiled 
Doctor Yorke; "an old bead on young sboulders, Sir Jobn." 

Sir Jobn wisbed Doctor Yorke would not be so facetious. 

"It would be prudent, tberefore," resumed tbe Italian, 
^to introduce Doctor Yorke as a friend of mine." 

**No lie tbat," put in Doctor Yorke. 

"A friend ofmine, met witb by cbance on bis way back 
toNice, and of wbose advice I was glad to avail myself." 

This proposal being agreed to, Sir Jobn went to bis 
daugbter to teil ber of tbe intended visit. 

As soon as Sir Jobn bad left tbe two doctors alone, 
Antonio said, "I must profit by tbis moment to warn you 
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that the case in question is of a serious natttre, nothing less 
than a fractured leg, and a foot severely sprained/' 

Doctor Yorke drew in bis lips, ejacolating, ^^Tut, ta^ 
very bad, very badl'* 

'^Yes, indeed/^ pursued Antonio , ''a most disagreeable 
complication. Unwilling to alann my patient, wbo is a deli- 
cate, excitable young creature, I termed it a sprained ankle.'^ 
— ("A good notionthat," Struck in tbeEnglishman.) — ^**And 
as I was abont to State to tbe father tbe real nature of the 
case, the old man looked so scared that my heart faUed me; 
the more so as I knew that he was condemned to remain in 
this out-of-the-way place, and among strangers. Now I 
think it over/' continued Antonio, ^'perhaps I was wrong; 
andif you consider it more advisable to make himacquainted^ 
with the truth '^— 

^'By no means, by no means/' interrupted the short gen- 
tleman, hurriedly. ^^What could be the use of doing so! 
You have acted like a fine fellow as you are;^^ and seizing 
Antonio's band the little doctor gave it a warm squeeze. 
Hutchins made the Englisb doctor put a bridle on bis sen- 
sibility, by announcing that her young lady was ready to 
receive the gentlemen, wbo foUowed, and entered Miss 
Davenne's room arm in arm, to satisfy any demur on her 
part as to their friendship. The Italian formally introduced 
the Englishman as his coUeague and intimate friend. Doctor 
Yorke followed tbe lead, and said a multitude of little pret- 
tinesses to the young lady,whose receptionof the new doctor, 
if polite, was very cooL Tbe inspection of the foot scarcely 
lasted a minute. After a few questions from Doctor Yorke, 
for form's sake, and the expression of bis gratification at tbe 
prospect of her speedy recovery, tbe two doctors witbdrew, 
and so did Sir John. 

They found the doth laid in tbe lobby, and a succulent 
refection served — thanks to provident John, wbo bad taken 
advantage of his trip to Nice to bring back a supply of bee^ 
tea, and fresh butter, likely to suffice for six months, and 
stuffed every spare inch of tbe carriage with all tbe delicaciefi. 
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of the table he could lay hands on, both in the way of eating 
a&d drinking. Sir John and the English doctor sat down to 
hnchy Doctor Antonio declining the Baronet's invitation to 
join them. Antonio placed himself in a manner to face both 
Sir John and the doctor, and after a little silence addressed 
bimselfto the latter. 

^As I have some engagements/' said he, '^that rather 
press on my time, I beg leave to enter at once on the matter 
«liidi brought us together. Sir John Davenne^s presence is 
sko material to me.^' Sir John's nostrils curled ominously 
at the annomicement. '*To put you in possession of the 
case/^ continued Antonio, ^*l will briefly recapitulate its 
circtimstances from the beginning, then submit the course " — 

^'My dear Doctor Antonio, that is quite unnecessary," 
interrupted Doctor Yorke, with polite haste; "the verysatis- 
^ctoiy State of your patient bears more than sufficient testi- 
mony to the masterly course you have pursued.^' 

''Thank you,'* said Doctor Antonio; "but I have my 
reasons for wishing to proceed in this matter as regularly 
and methodically as possible. Will you oblige me by allow- 
ing me to have my own way?" 

"Certainly, certainly,'' replied Doctor Yorke, prescient 
of a storm in the air. 

"Whcn I first saw the young lady,'' beg^n the Italian, 
''which was immediately after the accident, I found her 
l^ing on the beach in a deep fainting fit. The usual restora- 
|nres proving unsuccessful, yet there being no extemal 
injury visible to account for the protracted swoon, I ap- 
prdiended a concussion of the brain, and I was about making 
preparations to bleed her, when she revived, and by her ex- 
daoiations directed my attention to her right foot. Upon 
cxamination I found that she had sprained her ankle in 
^e peculiar way I mentioned to you before you saw 
her.» 

Doctor Yorke here nodded most significantly. 
''I botmd up the foot as well as I could with handker- 
duefs, and drove home for a proper bandage. You hav« 
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Seen the dressing of the foot; does it meet with your ap 
probation?*' 

^'Most entirely/' said Doctor Yorke; ''it would do m 
discredit to a first-rate surgeon, — a rare aptitude, whidii 
would be well if more of us physicians possessed.^' 

Doctor Antonio bowed slightly, and went on. 

''I then had the lady placed on a sort of litter — the tmi] 
conveyance she could bear, and conveyed to this house 
cautioning her repeatedly against attempting the slightesi 
movement, for fear of unpleasant consequences. Is it yoin 
opinion that I was too particular?" 

"No, no, my dear fellow/' said Doctor Yorke, his wish 
growing stronger with every detail to prevent the burstiog 
of the storm-cloud; '' caution is never de trop^ and you are not 
the man to make a fuss about nothing. The foot is a very 
delicate member," continued he, turning to Sir John, ^80 
füll of ligaments, tendons, and — a — in short, a monstrona 
ticklish matter. To manage a foot is like Walking npoo 
eggs." 

"SirJohnDavenne,'* continued Antonio, ''being naturalis 
anxious to pursue his joumey, I feit in duty bound to teil 
him at once, that for forty days at least the lady could not 
possibly travel. Do you think that I overrated the time!" 

"I wish I could say *yes,' — I wish I could," blurted out 
the English doctor, "but I can't; I am forced to agree widi 
you that she cannot stir from hence for many a day to come.'' 

Sir John heaved a sigh, and the faint sunshine on his 
face vanished. 

"All this," went on Antonio, "was taking place on Satur 
day aftemoon. Early on Sunday morning I found my patieol 
very far from well, restless, thirsty, with parched lips, nc 
sleep, a good deal of excitement, and a pulse up to I20. 1 
did not hesitate for a moment, and" — 

"You bled her, of course," suggested Doctor Yorke. 

Sir John hated his fellow-countryman at that instant. 

"Yes, I bled her," rejoined Antonio. "Would you hav< 
done so!" 
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"Necessarily— thc Symptoms were imperative.*' 
**By six o'clock in the evening the fever had abated^ and 
diis momingy after a good night's rest, entirely disappeared. 
Tbepatient, as you say, is going on as satisfactorily as can 
be ezpected. I have nothing more to add touching the case/' 
CQDcluded the Italian. 

''And l" Said Doctor Yorke, with an animation intended 
I» satisfy Doctor Antonio's legitimate anger, and to bring 
Sr John to a sense of the necessity of some acknowledgment 
«fÄc Services rendered, "and I have only to say — Go on, 
uid prosper as you have begun.^' 

''I thank you,'^ said Doctor Antonio, with some reserve. 
Then tuming to Sir John, he added, "I hope you are satis- 
fied, sir.'^ The Baronet, rather at a ioss what to say, bowed 
18 gradously as he could. 

^Andnow/' resumed Doctor Antonio, rising, "it only 
itmains for me to say that I resign my patient into abier 
bands than mine, and to wish you good-moming.'^ 

"You don't mean what you say, my good fellow/' said 
Doctor Yorke, who feit that it was all over with them; and 
10 perturbed was the good man, that his fork, with a slice 
of ham on it, remained suspended between his plate and 
numth, while his extended eyes wandered from the Baronet 
to the dark-visaged Italian* 

**£xcuse me, Doctor Yorke, but I do fully mean what I 
ay. I have reasons that are peremptory with me for acting 
as I do. A medical man, to enable him to fulfil his trust, 
mst have his will unfettered, and mine is not; he must pos- 
leis the confidence, not only of his patient — and in that here 
1 am fortupate, but also of those in authority round his 
patient Now, this too is wanting. Sir John Davenne has 
DO confidence in me.*' 

Doctor Yorke made an attempt to speak. 

''Grant me one moment more,'* said Antonio, with a 
kindly amile to him, "and I have done. Sir John Davenne, 
I repeat, has no confidence in me. I simply point out the 
^; I do not complain of it. And the best proof of this 
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want of cbnfidence is your presence here, tfae presence of a 
medical gentleman without any previous intimation to me. 
My course in this State of afTairs, the only one consistent 
with what I owe to my patient, with what I owe to myself, 
and to the dignity of our profession, is to withdraw; and this 
I do without any ill-will, on the contrary, in the best possible 
humour with everybody/^ And hastily shaking the band 
Doctor Yorke had bald out to detain him, the Italian bowed 
to Sir John, and walked away, neither humbled nor elated, 
rather sad. Doctor Yorke ran to the balcony, whicb he 
reached just in time to see bis retreating friend disappear 
through the garden-gate. 

"Fine mess we are in!" muttered Doctor Yorke, as he 
resumed bis seat at the table, with the face— such as 
probably he had caused many of bis patients to make — of 
one who has just swallowed a very disagreeable mediane. 
There ensued an awkward silence, broken at kist by Doctor 
Yorke saying, ^<It is a pity you had not mentioned to Doctor 
Antonio your intention of sending for me." 

"I did not see the necessity," replied Sir John, curlly; 
"Doctor Antonio's attendance upon my daughter arose from 
a Chance, of whicb he cleverly availed himself, with the view 
of making a good thing of if 

Though a worldly man, exclusively bent on making his 
own fortune, and generally disposed, as such, to humour 
the whims of his clients, especially if wealthy, Doctor Yorke 
had feelings, and in spite of all his systematic efforts to keep 
them down as a nuisance, these feelings, like spirited horses 
in harness, would now and then kick, and plunge, and run 
away with bim, as now when he feit that Sir John was an 
ungrateful old English baronet indeed. So, uttering a& 
"ohi" that sounded like a groan, Doctor Yorke took a 
pinch of snuff, ab irato^ and said, with some warmth, "Allow 
me to say, that in this you are entirely mistaken. Doctor 
Antonio is the last man to be influenced by sordid motives." 

"Is he?" returned the Baronet, letting loose at once all 
the spieen heaped up during the last half-hour. "I am glad 
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to hearit. I am ready to give him credit for being a pattem 
of disinterestedness. But what if I am sick of his overbear- 
hg mamier, and will not endure any longer his airs of 
soperiority. Am I not at liberty to choose my own phy- 
iician? New, will you oblige me, sir, with dropping the 
lubject?'' 

"As you please," returned the doctor cooUy, and with 
in imperceptible toss of his head, as much as to say—of 
what use is reasoning? — '^ but just allow me a last question 
in reference to it. Is it your opinion, then, that Miss Da- 
iicnne can do without medical attendance?'' 

**I rely upon yours," replied Sir John. 

"Certainly/* said Doctor Yorke, with marked hesitation, 
^as £ar as directions by letter, and a call now and then— say 
QQce a week, can do, I am at your service." 

^Cannot you remain with us" said Sir John, with a be- 
ginning of ^smay, '^and undertake my daughter's case? 
TbeTemuneration," he went on haughtily — 

"Do not mention a word of the kind/' interrupted the 
Htüc gentleman with quickness. "I wish with all my heart 
äat I could, stay here, or that you were nearer to Nice, so 
^ I could get you out of your difficult predicament. It so 
liappens, however, that my staying here, were it only for a 
d^, is a matter of absolute impossibility just now. I have 
taet of sick people at Nice whom I cannot leave; Lord B— , 
vitii a severe fit of gout, a patient of twenty years' standing 
—not to be deserted, you see ; then there is little Viscount 
f— with the measles, — his mother, a poor nervous creature, 
dotes on him, takes fright at everything and nothing, wants 
to be assured every two hours that the child is doing well — 
keeps me constantly on the trot. I cannot leave these 
fatients, quite impossible ; you see yourself.'^ 

Though disappointed beyond expression, Sir John did 
Bot for one moment question the validity of the plea, and 
^ two aristocratic names feil like two drops of oil on the 
«oond inflicted by Doctor Yorke's refusal. Would the 
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Baronet have been so patient, had the people concemed 
been piain Mr. Smith or Mr. Brown? 

''This being the case, can you reconunend any good 
practitioner near this?^' asked Sir John, after a second'sre- 
flection. The Doctor rubbed his forehead violently, tunicd 
his eyes to the ground^ as if studying a map spread tihtn, 
then answered, — 

" Why, within a circuit of ten miles, indeed, I may sayiii 
all the Riviera, there is no one to be compared tp Doctor 
Antonio." 

*' Doctor Antonio again!'' broke in the Baronet, angrily) 
"name any one but him.'^ 

Doctor Yorke recurred again to his snufT-box for counseL 
"I wish I could," Said he; "but men like this — Italian doctor 
do not grow on every bush by the way-side. He might bt 
an Englishman: see how he speaks English. Yes, he ougbt 
to be an Englishman. Certainly his appearance and manners 
are so foreign that I do not wonder at your being startled« 
I quite understand that; still — the young lady, our first con- 
sideration in all this, seems satisfied with him.'^ 

As Doctor Yorke stopped purposely here, as if expect- 
ing an answer, Sir John was obliged to give a reluctant bow 
of acquiescence. 

"Important point," resumed the doctor; **a patient satis^ 
fied— mind kept unruffled— very capital consideration thi% 
Sir John, and well worth the sacrifice of any little nnpleasaot 
first impressions. In short," wound up the doctor, after 
taking breath, "the best course, in my opinion, would beto 
make up matters with this — Italian doctor, and get him tore- 
sume his visits." 

"Resume his visits!'^ exclaimed the Englishman, withiü 
a hairbreadth of losing his temper, but recollecting in time^ 
that it would never do for a man like him to get into a 
vulgär passion with a man like Doctor Yorke, who coidd 
revenge himself by showing him up to his patients at Nice» 
^'Ask him to retum after what has passed, exposemyselfto 
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fte bumiliation of a refusaü—lower my dignity with this — a 
"^nfounded touchy foreigner!*' 

''Come, come/' said Doctor Yorke, in a soothing manner, 
*w]u> talks of humiliations, who speaks of your asking any- 
fting? Am I the man to advise Sir John Davenne to any 
Step derogatory to hls character and position in society? 
Wbat if I can arrange this business to the satisfaction of all 
parties, while you remain neuter and quiet here? what if I 
Soarantee that the proposal I have suggested shall be ac- 
ccpted with— with gratitude?" 

The Word "gratitude/* no sooner dropped in the heat of 
iigument than mentally recalied, did more for the success 
of Doctor Yorke's diplomacy than all his eloquence, which 
•as not little. Sir John feit replaced, as if by magic, on his 
pedestal er hobby-horse; his own superiority, the honour 
oooferred by his notice, were both openly confessed, and 
the inferiority of his adversary was implied, if not acknow- 
kdged. Doctor Yorke saw and urged his advantage with 
^tnicety of tact. Sir John, after a decent show of re- 
sistance, relented, and empowered his countryman to ne- 
gotiate Antonio's retum, with but one stipulation : Doctor 
Yorke was to promise that he had taken upon himself to 
dedare on behalf of the Italian, that Doctor Antonio had 
iiitended no ofience. Upon this understanding, the medical 
pienipotentiary, after one hesitating glance at the sun, 
vmed himself with an umbrella^ and sallied forth in search 
tf Doctor Antonio. 

Doctor Antonio had retired to his tent, in other words, 
bd taken himself home, where, the door remaining wide 
open, his brother physician found him desperately fencing 
with some imaginary enemy, represented for the time being 
fcjrone of the walls of his sitting-room. "An excellent way 
of^tting rid of one's spieen/' gasped forth the little man, 
*though rather hard work in this hot weather." 

''Hot weather!'' said Antonio, "but it is most pleasantly 
cooL*» 

'*Ouf I allow me to close that window, if you please, I 
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am in a perfect bath of Perspiration. Thank yott.— Fm^ 
mess we are in!" added he to himself, as, after one lookat 
Antonio, ke feil rather than sat down on a chair. 

"Very good of you to venture so far in the sun, youwbo 
have such detestation of it,'' said Antonio; *^what will 700 
take! a glass of old sherry, or rosolio, or, as you are so bot, 
some warm negus?" 

^'No, no wine—some lemonade, if you please. Oof! 
these chairs are none of— the softest, my good friend,'' said 
Doctor Yorke, fanning himself with his handkerchief. 

"Not comfortable, eh?" said Antonio, smiling. **HoW 
did you leave Miss Davenne?" asked he, squeezing a 6esh 
lemon into a glass. 

"I am not made of stone like you/' answered Doctor 
Yorke, beginning his attack, "so I did not see her before 
Coming here. I had not the heart to go and teil her that 
you had forsaken her." 

"Poor httle dove!" said Antonio, with a feeling that did 
not proceed from stone, "as gentle as a lamb, and so 
sensible withal." 

"Yes," said Doctor Yorke, coolly, "you had time tofind 
all that out." 

"She will regret me, I am sure." 

"No doubt she will," said the little man, dclightedlyj 
"and that poor Sir John! one cannot help feeling for hin 
also. I never in my life saw a man half so puzzled." 

" What about?" asked the Italian, stirring the sugar intfl 
the glass of lemonade. 

"None so blind as those who don't choose to see. Yofl 
abandon him, and I cannot stay. So whafs to become oi 
his daughter, sweet, pretty creature?" 

"You cannot stay!" 

"Impossible! I must return to Nice this aftemoon^ I havi 
so many ill there." 

" Very provoking!" sighed Antonio, "very — unfortunatfi 
I am very sorry, very sorry on account of the poor youn 
lady. As for that stiff, old incamation of pride, her fathe 
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khsa only got what he deserves. I never saw such a hard, 
self-conceited, stubborn^ arrogant, unfeeling old mummy." 

Doctor Yorke put up bis Shoulders to shelter himself 
fiom this pelting of epithets. 

**If his daughter had been my own sister/' continued 
Antonio, "I could not have done more for her; and what has 
been the rctum I have met with at this worthy gentleman's 
luuids? Nothing from the first but Opposition, distrust, 
contradiction, insolence, and Heaven knows what not.'' 

"You must make allowance for him, my dear fellow," 
iDterposed Doctor Yorke, soothingly — "force of habit— 
people of rank, you know— one of the first families in Eng- 
land." 

^Zounds!'' exclaimed Antonio, all in a blaze, '^what's 
that to me? Let all England worship his rank and his family 
then; I don't choose to do so; I am made in God's image 
as well as he, and won't be trampled on were he twenty 
times as rieh or as great as he is. You English are a proud 
lacc— so much the better — ^I am proud myself, and Hke 
people to know their worth. But is a noble pride, such as 
is founded on the consciousness of one's value, to exclude 
a proper regard for the dignity of others?" 

"Certainly not," remarked Dr. Yorke, with his hands 
dasped over the respectable bulk of his waistcoat, twirling 
bis thumbs first one way, then another. 

^Methinks a little courtesy," resumed the Italian, "such 
U even perfect strangers accord to one another, was the 
least I was entitled to, had that man had an atom of sense 
•r feeling, considering the relation in which we stood to one 
another. For, after all, was he or I the obliged party? Had 
be rendered me a Service, or I him? I see a carriage over- 
tomed; I hasten to give assistance; I— but now that I think 
of it, perhaps that was an intrusion. Yes, yes, to be sure! 
Pool that I was, not to read it at once in the old man's face! 
Ves, he was right; what business had I to meddle with the 
iady's footy or to bandage it, or to do anything that I did, 
vithout first asking permission of this English potentatet 
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Whcn you see him again, pray oflfer him my unfdgnedapö- 
logies, and teil him that I sball never sin in that way again. 

I will be d if I do ! Henceforward all English ladies may 

break their legs, and arms, and necks, withont any fear ai 
my profTering assistance in a hurry.^ 

Have you ever seen a skiiful angler with a large sahnon 
on his hook, ever watched how he lets the infiiriated fish run 
all the line off the reel without the slightest check, iiay, 
yields rod and line to the utmost of his power, encouraging* 
the captive to spend his energies, how he waits the moment 
when it shall have exhausted itself by some vigorous leap, 
and then, with one dexterous jerk, throws his prey panting 
and helpless on the bank? By an identical process did acute 
Doctor Yorke let his young friend go on uninterruptedly 
with his philippic, giving his wrath plenty of line, and watch- 
ing all the while for the favourable moment to wind up, and 
land him high and dry. 

"But the young lady," said Doctor Yorke, seizing the 
first pause, ^'you don't mention the young lady. Did she 
behave ill toof' 

^'Bless her,'^ said Antonio, in a suddenly softened voice, 

"no; from the very beginning she was grateful and kind.** 

"Why, then, in the name of wonder," cried the little 

doctor, tuming sharply round on Antonio, '^shouldyou visit 

the sins of the father on his unoffending childf' 

Antonio was silent. 

"Very well," said Doctor Yorke; "I understand your 
silence. The question with me now is," (tightening the 
line,) ''who is to attend Miss Davenne? You will not, and f 
cannot." 

"No lack of doctors," replied Antonio, with a grim smile; 
"there is one at Ventimiglia, another at San Remo. I have 
already given Sir John Davenne the names and addresses of 
both." 

"Very considerate of you; but you know very well that 
neither of them will do. Yes; stare at me as long as you 
please— but you know very well that Miss Davenne's case 
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requires a degree of manual skill that neither of the gentle- 
men you mentioned possess, and an unremitting care and 
attention that only a person on the spot can give. Now, 
then/' continued the Doctor, giving a great pull, "what if 
this innocent young lady— such a lovely girl too!— should 
be lame for life, and all for want of proper care?'* 

**God forbidl'* ejaculated Antonio fervently« 

"Come, now," pursued Doctor Yorke, "say a word, and 
help an old friend out of this scrape, will you?'' 

"What scrape?'* asked the astonished Italian, who ex- 
pected quite a different request. 

"Why," Said the Englishman, landing his salmon, "you 
must feel that, whatever my engagements at Nice may be, — 
and they are really of consequence, even at a certain risk to 
my practice^ I cannot decently leave father and daughter in 
such a dilemma, alone in a stränge land.'' 

"Am 1 to understand,'' inquired Antonio, after a short 
silence, "that you come from Sir John?'* 

**Of course I do," was the answer, 

"And that Sir John is willing"— 

" Willing is not the word,'' interrupted the delighted little 
gentleman; "happy, my dear sir, happy to receive you back 
on your own terms. You are to be absolute monarch in the 
sick-room.'* 

"Well, let it be so," said Antonio, vanquished. "I will 
retum, and again take upon myself the care of his daughter; 
but bear in mind, that if I do so, it is for your sake and that 
of the young lady." 

"Thank you, thank you," said Doctor Yorke, with real 
feeling; "you are a noble fellow, and worth a dozen Sir 
Johns. Thank you," he repeated again, cordially shaking 
Antonio's two hands. The Italian put on his hat, the very 
conical hat that had so scared and shocked Sir John at their 
first meeting, and the two doctors, side by side, directed 
their steps towards the Osteria del Mattone, Doctor Yorke 
avoided the mention of the "no offence" declaration, which 
according to Sir John's Instructions, was to be Üäe sine qua 
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non preliminary of all negotiation. He did not dboose ta 
ritk the success of bis diplomacy by any such complication* 
He knew Antonio's warm and generous nature too well not 
to be certain that any hint on the subject from the Baronet 
would be met more than half-way by the Italian, and re- 
sponded to in a kindly spirit 

Sir John had all this time been pacing to and fro the 
lobby, in a State of considerable perplexity, every now and 
then stepping out into the balcony, which formed the limit 
of his perambulation on one side, to look up the road to 
Bordighera* During one of these halts the Baronet descried 
the two gentlemen Coming down the hill, arm in arm— a 
tight which, far from seeming palatable, made his nostrils 
f uddenly contract, as though every orange and lemon tree 
perfuming the air in the garden, exhaled baneful and nau- 
seous vapours. However, by the time the two gentlemen 
entered Üie room there was no indication left of contending 
feelings on Sir John's smooth brow, and the reception he 
gave to both his visitors proved most gracious. He even 
condescended to address to Doctor Antonio a few polite 
but rather formal words, expressive of his regret for the 
misunderstanding that had taken place, and which elicited 
from the Italian a declaration identical in substance, but far 
more satisfactory in tone. Doctor Yorke, whose anxiety 
during this transaction betrayed itself by sundry desperate 
appeals to his snuff-box, drew an enormous breath at last, 
and Said inwardly,— "Fine mess I am out of."—" And now/* 
Said Sir John, turning to Doctor Yorke, "it only remains for 
me to tender my thanks, and, by releasing you at once, offer 
the best amends in my power for trespassing so long on your 
valuable time. Shall I order horses to the carriage at once?'* 
The alacrity with which the offer was accepted shewed how 
welcome it was. "Well then, gentlemen," pursued the 
Baronet, "I must leave you to entertain one another, as I 
•hall take this opportunity of sending some letters on busi- 
ness to Nice;" and, glad of an excuse to escape, he hurried 
irom the room. 
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Sir John made good use of the time it took to procure 

horses; he wrote letter upon letter to his son Aubrey; ad- 

dressed to the house in — Square, to his bankers, to his man 

of business in London, and to his head man in the country, 

(directions being given to the three last named to forward 

9Ü his letters and papers to him at Bordighera,) added to 

viuch he penned a long list of articles which his Courier was 

desired to forward without delay to the Osteria. John was 

also intrusted with a score of verbal Instructions, all of 

which, letters, lists, instructions, and directions, implied 

tbat Sir John had made up his mind to a protracted stay in 

lüs present disagreeable quarters. It was so in fact; Sir 

John had at last realized his Situation, and though much 

tgainst the grain, sulkily submitted to its necessities. This, 

ind this alone, was the result of the experience of the last 

kw hours. Pique is a bad counsellor, and few men can 

afiord to be just under the smart of a double defeat. We 

ttgret to say it, for in spite of his prejudices we confess to 

a foible for Lucy's father, but truth must be told, and the 

tnith is, that the leaven of resentment was fermenting in 

Sir John's breast as fast as ever. 

Sir John insisted on accompanying Doctor Yorke to the 
carriage, and seeing, with his own eyes, that everything was 
as it ought to be. This was the pretext which enabled him 
to lay on the seat, by Doctor Yorke's side, a folded paper, 
that the doctor chose not to see at the moment, but which, 
as soon as the carriage-door had been banged to by John, 
he careüilly onfolded and examined, and, with manifest 
marks of satisfaction, deposited in his pocket-book. What 
vith mental worry and bodily exertion, the English phy- 
ndan was so wom out, that after once more exclaiming, 
''Fme mess I have been in!'' he stretched himself at length, 
and feil so soundly asleep that he never awoke tili the 
carriage stopped at his own door at Nice« 
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CHAPTER VI. 
Little Occupations. 

^'I HAVE a thousand questions to ask you/' said Lucyi 
when Antonio made bis appearance the next moming. 

"Have you?" replied the Italian, good-humouredly; 
" very well, I am ready. You will be sooner tired of askiof 
than I of answering. But first, will you teil me how you an^ 
and allow me to feel your pulse?" 

The medical inquiries being properly satisfied, "Now," 
said Lucy, "to begin, let me teil you that I wish to give 
Prospero some money. How much shall 1 send him?" 

"Let me see," said Antonio, pondering. "Supposing 
that Prospero is unable to work for a fortnight, and it is 
more likely than not, fifteen days' work at thirty sous a day» 
bis usual wages, come to twenty-two francs, fifty Centimes« 
If you send him five-and-twenty francs there wiU be a little 
over to procure some better food during bis recovery.'* 

Lucy desired Hutchins to bring her her purse. Be it 
remarked once for all, that Hutchins was always at band 
during the Italian's visits, either working by the side of her 
young mistress, or at a little table in her own room facing 
the open door between them. Lucy handed some money to 
the Doctor. 

"Fifty francs!" said he, "that is double the sum I 
named." 

"The additional five-and-twenty francs," observed Lucfi 
"will pay for Prospero's medicines." 

"Prospero has neither doctor nor medicine to pay for. I 
am the doctor of the parish, and the parish pays me to attend 
the poor." 

"But who provides them with medicines?" 

**Myself. I have plenty of which I am only too glad to 
be rid. We must be very careful how we relieve the poor. 
A larger gift than positively necessary only encouragcs 
idleness, and is a doing of evil instead of good." 



LTTTLE occupahons. 93 

"That's just what papa always says," replied Lucy« "l 

U not insist on having my own way this time^ Doctor 

^tonio, if you promise me that, should Prospero require 

iDore help, or should you hear of any one in distress, you 

»illJctmeknow.*' 

''Indeed, I am not sure that I shall make any promise of 
^ kind/' s£dd Antonio , with a smite that softened the 
words; "had you your own way, as you call it, I fear that 
the poor but independent people of this country would 
be spoiled before long. Are your questions already at an 
ttdr 

"Scarcely begun. Teil me next why yesterday you 
brought that odious English doctor to see me?'' 

^Odious! in what way odious ?'' asked Antonio in his 
turn, and with surprise in his tone. 

** Odious, because he is so sweet and oily. I hate honey- 
tongued people. I will have no other doctor but you, so 
you need not bring any one to see me.'' 

"Thank you for the preference, which, if I guess right, I 
ote to my uncourtly manner. There is no fear of Doctor 
Yorke starting a competition with me : he is quietly at home 
^Nicc by this time." 

''l hope he will stay there then. But why did he come 
*tall?" Said Lucy, resolutely. 

"He came at my request, as he told you. He chanced 
^ pay me a visit on his way back to Nice, and I was glad to 
<^nsult him about your foot. Now, as this could not be 
^one without his examining it, I brought him to you. In- 
^ependently of the weight I attach to his opinion, I thought 
^ that, should our views of the case coincide, as I hoped, 
bbadvice would give mine an additional authority with Sir 
John.» 

"Whyf asked Lucy, as pertinacious as a child. 

'^It seems very natural to me, does it not to you, that an 
^nglishman should have more confidence in an English than 
* foreign phy sician ? " 

''Have you and papa disagreed, thenf '' 
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''Disagreed! no. Sir John not being a doctor, could 
not be expected to view certain points as I did — that is 
all.*' 

"And, pray," insisted Lucy, "what were those points?" 

"You are cross-examining me, I believe," said Doctor 
Antonio, laughing. 

"Yes, I am," resumed Lucy, gravely, "but not out of 
idle curiosity, at I daresay you think. I do not know exacüy 
what it is that makes me suspect there has been some mis- 
understanding between you and papa about me, but I do 
suspect it," and she looked into Antonio's face; "and I want 
to know all about it, that I may do what I can to smooth it 
away." 

"You are very good, but there is no occasion now for 
any mediation. Thanks to that *odious' Doctor Yorkc," 
said he, smiling, "Sir John has been made to see the neces- 
sity of a more prolonged stay in this poor place than he 
might have expected or wished. Now you know the point on 
which we were at variance." 

"Ah! that is why papa was so silent and thoughtful all 
last evening. Shall we be able to leave this by the end of 
this month?" 

"I fear not.' 

"How provokingl" exclaimed Lucy. 

**Are you then also so anxious to leave Italy?" 

"Oh, noi I was only thinking of papa. Shall we be able 
to go away in a month from this day?" 

" Yes, I think so, within a month or thereabouts." 

"A month, I am afraid, will seem very long to papa. He 
is 80 dull here, with not even a horse to ride, he who used 
to take his ride every morning. Is there any saddle-horse 
to be hired in this neighbourhood?" 

"Not the least chance of it." 

"How provoking!" exclaimed Lucy again. "And when 
shall I be allowed to get up?" 

"I am sorry that I cannot answer that question. Best 
put it ad referendum, as thcy say in the Swiss Diet." 
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**Sine äi$j yoü mean/' said Lucy; '^your Latin may be 
dassical, but it is little pleasant.'^ 

"Cannot you make an effort, and fancy for a while that 
yoa have no feet at all?" said Antonio, gravely. Lucy had 
2great mind to laugh, but said instead, that it was a shame^ 
aod all nonsense, and that she had never seen such a cross 
doctor in her life; for Lucy, though nearly twenty, had pre- 
senred much of the freshness, the charm, and even the 
pottting ways of childhood. 

''I assure you/' said the Italian, in answer to this houtade^ 
'diat I shall not keep you in bed an hour longer than indis- 
pensable.*' 

"Very much obliged to you," said Lucy, pettishly. 

The Doctor did not speak. 

"Do you know, Doctor Antonio," continued Lucy, after 
A while, ''that I long to get up to see again that little sun- 
ihiny hiU that was right before us, just when we were over- 
tuned? I should like to see it quietly, not passing by at füll 
pülop." 

"You mean the Cape of Bordighera?" said Antonio. 

"Yes, I suppose so. I had been half asleep, when papa, 
calling to the postilion, startled me, and on opening my 
eyes, I had a glimpse of something so green, so fresh, so 
bcautiful; only a glimpse, but comprehensive of such love- 
^ss, that the recoUection haunts me like the vision of a 
feiryland.'* 

"Do not Ict your fancy have too much play," was the an- 
'''cr, "or you will lose the benefits of reality." 

"How do you mean?" 

"I mean that reality, my dear young lady, be it ever so 
diarming, rarcly keeps pace with the promises of Imagina- 
tion." 

"I don't know much about the charms of fancy," said 
Lucy, "but I do know that reality is often disagreeable." 
"As when one is obliged to keep in bed," said the Doctor, 
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^^Exactly so. But teil me, pray, did I imagine or really 
see big palm-trees on the hill of Bordighera?** 

^'You saw them. Bordighera is Ceuhous for its palm- 
trees." 

Lucy having apparently exhausted her stock of queries, 
Antonio was taking leave of her, when she detained hinii 
saying, ^'One more question, and then you may go; it is 
about Speranza. She interests me very much; at times she 
looks so very unhappy. Do you know what is the matter 
with her?'' 

"Speranza has trials of her own/' said Antonio; ''hersis 
a simple but affecting story, which would lose all its effect 
if told by me. I am glad that you feel an interest in that 
girl. There is much primitive nobility in her nature. Do 
not disdain to seek her acquaintance, and try to win her con- 
fidence. The moral world, dear lady, is just like the physiad 
one. We have only to stoop to find in the humble spheres 
much to notice and sympathize with/' 

The Doctor remarked, not without some surprise, diat 
from that day Miss Davenne never complained again of 
having to stay in bed, or so much as hinted at the possibility 
of getting up. 

On the morrow Lucy was permitted to read in modera* 
tion, and Doctor Antonio brought her a volume of Shake- 
speare, and Manzoni's Promessi Sposi, In a day or two she 
was allowed to sit up in bed. According to the Doctor'4 
directions, the bed was taken out of its comer and moved 
near to the window, which, the Osteria Standing on rising 
ground, commanded a füll view of the Mediterranean. 

"Have you ever lived by the sea?" inquired the Doctor. 

"Never. When I was sent to Brighton for sea-bathing» 
the doctors forbade my being in any of the houses near the 
beach.'' 

"So much the better," answered Antonio; "our sea, then, 
will have all the charms of novelty for you. It is a sight 
always new, a book that never tires. It will afford you un- 
ceasing occupation and matter for wonder, to watch the 
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changeableness and richness of its colours, varying from the 
pure white of snow to the deep black of ink. Then ask it 
the secret of its thousand sounds, from the low plaintive 
normur, so like a sigh or a kiss, to the thunderlike roaring 
that makes the earth quake. All poets have sung of the sea, 
bat none more powerfully than the Hebrew king." And 
tddng up an English Bible that was lying on the table near 
Loqr, he sought out in the Psalms, and read these verses: 
-~«<They that go down to the sea in ships, that do business 
ingreat waters; these see the works of the Lord, and His 
vonders in the deep. For He conunandeth, and raiseth the 
stormy wind, which lifteth up the waves thereof. They 
noant up to the heaven, they go down again to the depths : 
dieir soul is melted because of trouble. They reel to and 
froy and stagger like a drunken man, and are at their wit's 
toAJ No matching that, Miss Davenne, for simplicity, truth, 
«od grandeur.'^ 

Lucy looked and listened to him as certainly she had 
never listened to or looked at any one before; then she said, 
*How Strange! you seem to know the Bible welll'* 

''And does that astonish you?'' 

''Yes; I thought that Roman Catholics never read the 
Bible.'' 

"That is a common error with Protestants. If you were 

icqoainted with our Church Services, you would be aware 

tbü portions of the Scriptures form their chief part, and are 

itad and chanted daily in our churches, both morning and 

firening; in Latin, it is true, but a translation is to be found 

jü all our prayer-books. In fact, the whole Bible, translated 

kto Italian, is open to all readers, with only two conditions: 

^irst, that it be the translation of the Scriptures commonly 

called the Vulgate, coUated and completed by St. Jerome; 

^d, secondly, that the Latin text be printed opposite the 

Italian« If the Bible is not so generally diffused in Italy as 

might be wished, I think the fact depends partly upon the 

Want of populär Instruction, and chiefly upon the little 

tncouragement given by the clergy to its perusal. However, 

Docior Anfonüf» 7 
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I can assure you, that many among tbe educated class ih 
Italy know tbe Bible tborougbly, and read it botb m the 
authorized and unauthorized translation." 

Lucy was grateful, and enjoyed botb the reading of her 
books and tbe contemplation of tbe sea, as he hadhoped she 
would; sbe even gave tbe Doctor a füll and vivid description 
ofa Charge of cavalry, in wbich tbe waves, furiously dashing 
and breaking against each otber, and plunging and rearing 
like maddened borses, were tbe actors. But by degrees botb 
tbe sea and her reading lost some of their power to interest; 
and Antonio, wbo watcbed bis patient witb a solicitude that 
had sometbing motberly in it, became aware that it was time 
to find her some new occupation. First, he proposed that she i 
sbould read to bim a chapter of Manzoni every day ; then he 
was sure it would improve bis accent, if sbe could bear to 
bear bim read a scene or two from Shakespeare. With tbesd 
readings came now and then those little laugbs, tinklinglike 
silver bells, that sounded so sweet in Antonio's ears, and in 
which, though at the expense of bis not faultless pronundt* 
tion, he joined so heartily. 

His Visits were now very frequent — he called three or 
four times a day; indeed, every moment he could spare from 
his duties found bim by the couch of the fair invalid. Aod 
he rarely came empty-handed, bringing almost always some- 
tbing with bim that he thought would amuse or interest her« 
It was at first an album of views and costumes of Sicily, t 
small coUection of ancient coins, a few specimens of lava— 
all his scanty stock of curiosities. This exhausted, it was a 
fiower, a rare plant, a curious insect; a scarabaeus in an 
armour of jet, a green locus t with a bead hke a borse, a 
butterfly with wings of gold or silver, or one of those canary- 
coloured hairy caterpillars witb regulär black stripes round 
its body. Hours went by unnoticed, while the Doctor ex- 
plained to her, in clear and brief sentences, their babits and 
peculiarities, and even the use of many of them. "That 
little creature, whose shining green coat you admire so 
much/' he would say, "will sadly fall in your estimation, l» 
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am afraid, when you know its name and the use that is made 
of it. Do you not guess now what it is?" 

"No," replied Lucy, "I do not think I ever saw one be- 
fore, at least I never noticed it." 

^That is a specimen of the genus caniharides, or Spanish 
fij, of wbich blisters are made, and a sly wee thing it is, for 
as soon as you touch it, it emits a nauseous smell, and counter- 
feits death. Is it not wonderful how every living being, how- 
e?er small or ugly, has its special purpose, and is provided 
vith some means of self-defence? Now, look at this many- 
le^ed thing, which nins so.nimbly about; see, it roUs itself 
op into a ball. That is its defence against impending danger. 
This slow, ill-favoured little fellow, whom you scarcely deign 
to notice in the bright day-light, has often, I daresay, at- 
tracted your admiration in an evening walk/' 

"Is that the glow-worm, then?" asked Lucy. 

"Yes; he also makes believe that he is dead when bis 
Kbcrty is about to bc interfered with, though he is extremely 
tenacious of life. I once made an experiment with one of 
them. He bore first the imprisonment of a week under a 
gliss, and afterwards a three hours' stay at the bottom of a 
Vase füll of water, and nevertheless came out of it alive, so 
I thought it but fair to set him free." 

Doctor Antonio succeeded perfectly in bis object, to 
make the hours of her confinement less long and dreary for 
Lncy. She was never tired of asking questions, which 
Antonio answered with a good humour highly creditable to 
Us patience as an instructor. 

One day, after just such another conversation, Lucy lay 
back as if in deep thought, which Doctor Antonio, by bis 
own silence, seemed to respect. What was Lucy thinking 
off or was she thinking at all? No, she was enjoying one of 
those rare moments when the mere sense of existence is 
^»piness; when the blue sky, the rippling sea, the soft 
air,all seem bluer,brighter, sweeter, than ever known before. 
Doctor Antonio's eyes, from the sea on which they had been 
fiaed, wander ed to,and settled on the thoughtfulcountenance 
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of his companion. A moment more and she looked at hinu 
"Have I wearied you?" he asked. 

^'Oh, no!'' Said Lucy, in a very reassuring manner. 

During the question and answer, the evening breeze 
came floating by, laden with the rieh odour of the orange 
and lernen trees, that grew in the plot of ground below 
the \(rindow. ^'What a delicious fragrancel'' exclaimed 
Lucy. 

''Delicious indeed/' echoed Antonio; ^'are you fondof 
flowers?" 

"Very, very fond," said she. "I had plenty of them at 
Davenne, but none that ever smelt half so sweet as the 
plants in this garden.'^ 

"If I were a young lady/^ said Antonio, ^'I am sure that 
a garden would be one of my chief amusements.'^ 

"So you think, because you are a man,*' saidLuqr; "you 
do not know anything about young ladies, you have no idea 
how much they are made to leam — to find out afterwards, as 
I have done," added she, slightly colouring, "that they know 
nothing." 

"As to that," answered Antonio, laughing, "I am sure 
most young men can say as much for themselves," 

There was another moment of silence,then Lucy retumed 
to the point from which she had started. "I always fency/' 
said she, "that the orange flowers smell sweetest in the 
evening." 

"It is not fancy," replied the Doctor; "orange and all 
strongly-scented flowers do really give out more perfume 
towards the close of day, and during the first hours after 
sundown. There are even some, like the Indian jessamine^ 
which, scentless in the day, are very sweet at night." 

"Then what does make flowers smell; do you know?" 

"I will show you to-morrow," he said, "it is too late this 
evening.— I greatly rejoice," he went on kindly, "at the in- 
terest you take in these subjects, it helps you well through 
this wearisome confinement. It is incredible, is it not, what 
a rieh mine for Observation and wonder we may find, if we 
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dioose^ dose to us in an insect, a plant, even a blade of 
grass?" 

The colour rose in Lucy's face as the Italian spoke, and 
Holding out her band, she said, ^'How much I owe you!'^ 
Antonio laughed outright at the stränge notion, and bid 
good-bye in great haste. Left to herseif, she gazed long out 
Qpon the sea, the distant tremulous lines of which, illumined, 
during the last minutes of Antonio's visit, by the golden 
glories of the sky, were fast vanishing in the dying light of 
the horizon: and as she watched, she seemed to listen, as 
tiiough the inarticulate language of that immense creation, 
soft as a sigh this evening, was answering the silent ques- 
tionmgs of her heart Sky, and sea, and garden, had lost 
allcolom-, motion, and form, still Lucy remained looking into 
the darkness. 

"Why, Lucy, my darling,*' exclaimed Sir John, opening 
the door, with a light in bis band, ''all in the dark, and 
alonel" 

** Yes, papa, after Doctor Antonio went away, I sent poor 
Hutchins to take a walk.'^ 

Sir John advanced dose to the bed, still holding the 
light. "See, Lucy, I have taken quite a fancy to this odd- 
shaped lamp. The woman of the house told John that they 
were to be had at Genoa, in silver. I must have some to 
take home with us;" — and Sir John showed Lucy the object 
of his admiration, one of the common lamps used throughout 
Italy,— a brass globe for the oil, with three beaks on a very 
slender shaft, that, passing through the centre, was ter- 
ounated at the top in a handle, from under which hung the 
chain, that held an extinguisher, and a pin for quickening 
the hght. 

"It is very pretty, papa." Sir John's eye feil on his 
daughter's face, as she tumed it towards the lamp, and he 
exdauned, "How well you look to-night, Lucyl I have not 
heard you cough to-day." 

"0hl I have lost my cough for these last two days," an- 
*wered Lucy; "the air of this place does me so much good." 
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"I think it does/' observed the father in a pleased 
manner; "we must not have too much of a good thing, 
however/' added he, closing the window« 

On the foUowmg moming, Doctor Antonio brought Lucy 
a sprig of orange flowers, its pure white blossoms nestling 
among the glossy dark green leaves. "Here, I present you," 
he Said, "with what may be called the crown of our shores." 

" You beautiful thing!** apostrophized Lucy, as be gave 
it into her band; then inhaUng the odour eagerly, "Now, 
where does such a fragrance come from?*' 

Antonio detached from the flower one of its thick white 
petals, and bade her hold it up between her and the light 
"Do you see those transparent dots in its texture?'' he 
asked. 

"Yes." 

"Now then," he added, "you see where the smell comes 
from. £ach of those diaphanous dots is a diminutive essence- 
bottle; it holds a particle of the essential oil, which perfumes 
the flower, as you might scent your wardrobe with a cassolette 
of attar of roses." 

"How Strange!" cried the delighted girl; "howgladi 
am to know thisl" 

He then cut a bit of the rind of an orange, and shewed 
her that it was füll of the same kind of little vessels for oil. 
"So it is," said Lucy; "and are all flowers scented in the 
sameway?" 

" Yes, and many green leaves ; those of the myrtle, for 
instance, have receptacles of the same sort." 

"I always thought," said Lucy, "that the smell was in 
these small powder pufFs;" and she pointed to the anthers. 

"They have quite a different destination," answered he; 
and he told her the names and uses of the different parts of 
the flower. "I shall never remember all that," said Lucy, 
with a sad shake of her head. 

"I will write them down for you, if you really wish to 
remember them," said Antonio. 

"Oh do, Doctor Antonio, and I will repeat my lesson to 
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yoo to-morrow.*' The bright animation of the fair speaker's 
countenance made Antonio say, ^'You have a taste for 
botany, you see." 

"Botanyl'' exclaimed Lucy, "oh, no! I cannot bear the 
Tay name of botany and its hard scientific words; but I like 
tohear you talk of flowers." 

"Well,'* Said Antonio, smiling, "we will busy ourselves 
iboat flowers, and only about your favourite flowers. I sup- 
pose you will not object if I bring you some more rare than 
usual, ta read about them, because I warn you my know- 
kdge on the subject does not extend very far/' 

**Far enough to teil me all I wish to know," said Lucy; 
"but if you get tired of teaching me, then I suppose I must 
have one of your terrible wise books." 

From that day flowers became Miss Davenne's favourite 
occupation, and Antonio's most useful auxiliaries in his task 
of kmdness. Delightful to her were those long conversa- 
tions, in which he told her Nature's mysterious processes 
and the all-wise distribution of qualities allotted to the 
veg^table in relation to the animal creation, the similitude 
and dissimilitude existing between the two kingdoms, and 
the link connecting them into one great whole. 

Antonio happened to call one aftemoon during a violent 
ihower. "See,'* said he, pushing Lucy's bed nearer to the 
vindow, that she might have a peep of the trees at the 
fiirther cnd of the garden, "see what a banquet for trees 
and plants, how the leaves stand up and drink every drop 
that falls 1*' 

"How odd it is,'* said Lucy, "to hear you talk of plants 
asifthcy werelivingbeings, breathing, drinking, and — what 
öcxt?— eating, perhaps," and she laughed. 

** Why not?" observed Antonio, with one of his quiet half 
sarcastic smiles. "It seems that of all the flowers that adom 
the earth, you wish to keep for young ladies the exclusive 
privilege of eating oysters and underdone beefsteaks. But 
let ooe teil you that some of your rivals of the garden actually 
do consume solid food.'* 
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«O Doctor Antonio !'' was the laugbing exdamatioBi 
"what do you meanf' 

"I am in eamest/' he said. '^The Dionoea, commonly 
called ' Venus's fiy-trap/ has leaves armed with small hairy 
spines. When an insect touches the leaf, the leaf doses, 
clenching its bristles together like locked fingers, holds hst 
its prey, and never opens until the insect has wasted away. 
More than that, the experiment has been tried of feeding the 
Dioncsa with small bits of raw meat" 

<*Raw meat!" repeated the young lady, with disgust. 

** Ycs, indeed, raw meati and the leaves dosed in the 
same way, and when they opened again the meat was gone 
— eaten up." 

"Horrid Dionoeal'' cried Lucy, "I will never have an- 
other in my garden. A flower to eat raw meat! It might as 
well be a cannibal.'^ 

Doctor Antonio's aim had been at first not that of in- 
structingy but simply of providing bis bedridden young 
patient with such little diversions as he could place within 
her reach. Her quick perception of bis meaning, and eager- 
ness to learn, ended, however, by drawing him on farther 
than he had thought oi, and at last he found himself regularly 
giving her lessons in botany, and frequently writing down a 
risumd of their conversations for the grateful pupil. In this 
way Lucy soon commanded a little stock of knowledge on 
botany, acquired without effort, and almost unconsciously. 
So when the Doctor put one of thewise-looking booksbefore 
her, she found that much of its Contents was already familiär 
to her, and when he told her to try and classify such and 
such plant by herseif, and she succeeded, it would have 
been hard to say which was the greater, her gratification or 
wonder. And Lucy looked up to her instructor as a marvel- 
lous lamp of science, and probably thought him the cleverest 
man in the world. 

One morning, Lucy heard, to her infinite surprise, some 
one singing to the guitar in Hutchins' room. It must be 
Doctor Antonio, it could be no one eise. "Bravo 1" she 
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cried; ''will not the mysterious troubadour show his 
fece?" 

"Now, Miss Davenne/' said Antonio, entering the room, 
aguitar slung across his Shoulders, ''you will never again 
tiiik me deficient in gallantry." She looked very much 
astonished. "Oh! do not deny it, you know you have been 
txpecting a Serenade every evening past It would be too 
bad that a young lady in Italy should neither meet with 
banditti nor be serenaded. Now, you have had a serenade, 
and one in broad daylight too, which adds to its zest/^ 

^ConfesSy Doctor Antonio, that you think young ladies 
very foolish creatures," said Lucy, laughingly. 

**Why sof said he, laughing also. 

"Because you suppose they must be always expecting 
something silly or extravagant, as if they were so diflferent 
from you." 

''By no means. Are there not such things as banditti 
and serenades, and is not the love of adventure natural to 
youth? For my part, when I was your age I would have 
givcn anything for a moving accident by flood or field, and 
Hrs. Radclifife's romances are nothing compared to those I 
created in my own fancy." 

"What? you who look so gravel" 

"Yes, indeed, my own sedate seif. But in the meantime 
yoa say nothing of my song." 

"I was just going to teil you how much I liked it, it is so 
iimple and füll of pathos." 

"That's right, it is one of my favourite Sicilian airs. 1 
have come to-day with the Intention of teaching it to you." 

"But I cannot play the guitar." 

"But you can learn; no time so good as the present. Are 
you in the humour to take your first lesson now?" 

Lucy was all impatience to begin. Antonio showed her 
bow to hold the instrumenta and the motion of the fingers 
of the one band on the frets, and of the other on the strings. 
After the lesson, at Lucy 's request, he finished the song he 
had only begun, and a pretty one it was, and well she liked it. 
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CHAPTER VII. 
Bits of Infonnation. 

"Will you allow me," said Lucy, one evening, *'to asl 
you a question?" 

"A mighty ticklish one, I daresay," replied Antonio, **il 
it needs so ceremonious a preamble/* 

*^The question relates to you, Doctor Antonio, and I do 
not quite feel as if I ought to ask it/' 

"Never mind," said Antonio, "I here give you füll permis- 
sion to put whatever questions you please, whether tiiejr 
concern me or not." 

"Thank you. I wish to know, then, how a superiorman 
like you"— 

Antonio feil to laughing outright. 

"Ah! very well," said Lucy, stopping short, "youmay 
laugh as much as you please, but you are a superior masi 
you know you are." 

"If a decent average of cducation and good breeding 
constitute what you are pleased to call a superior man, then 
1 may be proud of my country indeed." 

"Do you mean to say that there are many like you in 
your country?" 

"Are you serious?" asked Antonio. "You look upon 
Italy, then, as a kingdom of the blind, whcre the one-eyed 
is king. Believe me, my dear lady, you may find many far 
superior to me, who both live comparatively useless, and 
die unknown. — You have no idea," pursued he, "what an 
amountof intelligence, strength, and noble aspirationswastes 
away, for want of space and air, in this huge pneumatic 
machine, marked on the map of Europe as Italy." 

A cloud of unspeakable sadness overshadowed bis 
usually serene countenance. Lucy feit for him, and was 
silent. 

"Well," said Antonio, with a graceful movement of thi 
head to one side, as if shaking off some weight, "will youg< 
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tm? You were wondering how a superior man like me — did 
you mean, could condescend to play the guitar?*' 

"Oh, no, no!— could live in a small country village like 
Ab, among rüde pcasants'^ — 

"Rüde peasantsi*' repeated the Italian; "Ibegyour par- 
don for again interrupting you, but I cannot bear to hear 
tlie mildest race on earth so grossly misrepresented. Call 
tfaem Ignorant, superstitious, anything but rüde. What 
caused you to think them sof 

"Why/' Said Lucy, a little abashed, "papa told me that 
more than once he has been stopped in his walks, and rudely 
spoken to/' 

"That Sir John, who does not know their language, 
should be annoyed at being addressed by the country people, 
I can understand; but how he can mistake their cordiality 
for disrespect, and accuse them of rudeness, that, I confess, 
passes my comprehension/' 

"Still, Doctor Antonio, you have not answered my ques- 
tion." 

"You consider my lot, then, as a mean one?'* 

"Not mean, but unworthy of you/' 

"What if I have no choice?" said Antonio. 

"But you know that such is not the case,'' retorted Lucy, 
with some warmth; "you know that you have only to speak 
one Word to change your present position for one far 
superior/' 

"I see how it is," replied Antonio, smiling; "you have 
been making friends with Speranza, and she has told you 
fairy tales of the grandeur that awaits my acceptance. Let 
me warn you against such suspicious Channels of informa- 
tion as Speranza and her mother, in all that relates to 
me.'' 

"Yet you told me that Speranza was a sensible person." 

"So she is, and so is her mother; but their Imagination 
gets the better of their sense whenever I am concerned. I 
«n their hobby-horse, and were they told that a throne was 
in Store for me somewhere, they could believe it." 
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^^If they are attached to you, and I know they are— tliey 
have good reasons for being so.'' 

^^Imaginary, or, at least, highly exaggerated reasons. 
Women, I am told, are apt to run into extremes. Nothing 
will ever put it out of Rosa's head that I saved her daughter^ 
life in her last illness, which is not the fact; and as to Spe- 
ranza, she thinks she owes me an enormous debt of gra^ 
tude, for some efforts I made in a matter she had mi^ at 
heart, efforts, I must say, which utterly failed/' 

"How ingenious you are in trying to undervalue yoiff^ 
seif!" 

''Not in the least, Miss Davenne; I beg you to befiete 
that I have a tolerably good opinion of myself , but I cannot 
bear to be overrated. Should you like to know in what con- 
sisted those great prospects boasted of by Speranza?" 

"To be sure I should/' said Lucy. 

"They will cut a sorry figure when reduced to their nar 
tural proportions. Last year — but to be clearer, perhaps, I 
had better teil you first what chain of circumstances brougiit 
me to this place." 

"Pray, do so/' said Lucy, eagerly. 

"It is a Story for which few words will suffice. That a 
native of Sicily, or of any part of this peninsula, who asked 
but to live and die in his home, should have been suddenly 
and forcibly cast out from it, a flaming sword behind, and 
all the Wide world before him, is a matter of too common 
occurrence in this land of anomalies, to require any ex- 
planation. To think, or only to be suspected of thinking with 
liberality, is enough to expose any Italian to such a chance. 
But what must seem, and is in fact more stränge, conside^ 
ing the close partnership in oppression, into which all the 
governments of Italy have entered, is how a man, driven out 
of Sicily, could find a refuge, and be tolerated in the Sardi- 
nian States. [The reader is requested to remember that 
Doctor Antonio is speaking in 1840.] Now this is how it 
happened. The day that the soil of Catania became too hot 
for me— it is unnecessary for our present purpose to entcr 
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into the cause, political, of course, that made it so — that 
day, I was fortunate enough to obtain a passage on board a 
Genoese merchant vessel going to Genoa. When we arrived 
there my passport was demanded, and as naturally I had 
none, I was refused permission to land. Fortimately, my 
unde — the English officer whom I already mentioned to you 
as the husband of my mother's eldest sister — when I took 
leave of him, had had the lucky thought of giving me a 
letter of introduction to an old friend and comrade of his, 
the British Consul at Genoa. I sent my letter to that gentle- 
man, and through his kind offices, I obtained leave not only 
to land, but to remain in the town a week. I was sorely at 
a loss, as you may imagine, what to do, and where to go at 
the expiration of that time, when one moming I saw a para- 
graph in the local official paper that put an end to my irre- 
Solution. I ought to have told you that at the time I allude 
to, the year 1837, ^^^ Asiatic cholera was raging throughout 
this Riviera. The paragraph I read was an address to me- 
dical men in general, especially to young physicians, urging 
them to place themselves at the disposal of the Proto Medi- 
cato, a sort of board of public health, by whom this appeal 
was issued. Some pecuniary emolument was offered to 
those who should volunteer their Services. A motive of 
humanity prompted me to do so, and a more selfish motive 
decided me. I feit as though a plank had been thrown to 
me, on which, if I could place my foot, I should be saved 
from complete shipwreck; for to have left Italy would have 
been utter despair to me. If successful I should be sure of 
gaining my bread honestly, and at no Charge to my family. 
So I went to the Board of Health, and stated, as was the 
fact, that I had some experience in the treatment of cholera, 
which had broken out in Sicily a few months previous. 1 
was very well received; but, on showing my diploma, which, 
with a few other papers, I had brought with me from Cata- 
nia, I was told that, being a foreigner — yes, a man bom in 
the south was caUed a foreigner in the north of Italy I—my 
Services could not be accepted, imless, through a petition to 
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the king, I obtained an exemption. At first, tbe notiono) 
sending in a petition to be allowed the privilege of exposifl| 
my life in the Service of my fellow-creatures, proved veij 
unpalatable. However, these gentlemen were so very eanr 
est in begging me to comply with what was, they said, bdl 
a formality; they oflfered, with such a good grace, to tnu» 
mit the petition themselves, and support it in the propa 
quarters; the British Consul, on the other band, combated 
my reluctance so strenuously, that at length I yielded. So! 
sent the petition— horrid stuff, to be sure— -and at the end ä 
another week, my permit of residence having extended so 
far, I was informed that my request was granted. The Board 
of Health at once despatched me to San Remo^ where I ar- 
rived on the 23d of April. 

"My birthday!" exclaimed Lucy, in girlish glee. "Wbal 
a Strange chance!'* 

"Say happy as well as stränge," observed Antonio^ 
touched by her innocent elation at the coincidence. "So 
you will be twenty in two days. I am glad you have told SM 
now, for though in a stränge land you shall hear iriendly 
voices giving you hearty good wishes." 

"Do not forget,'^ said Lucy, playfuUy; "but now you 
must go on and teil me how you came to remain here/' 

"I have little more to say. When I arrived at San RemO| 
the Cholera was at its height. I did my best, though with 
little success. What can man's skill and energy avail against 
an impalpable foe, which seems to mock and set at noughl 
all human calculation, and defy all remedies? All I can say 
in my own favour is, that I did not spare myself." 

"That I am sure you did not,'' said Lucy, warmly. 

"And I have been more than repaid by the affection and 
gratitude of the people all about this part. After sevcral 
months of hard struggle and hard work, the fearful Visita- 
tion diminished, and then disappeared of its own accord. 
Shortly after, the parish doctor of Bordighera, a very cid 
man, died, and the town-council ofFered me the appoint- 
ment. I liked the little town^ which I had visited manya 
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iime. I liked the good people, most of whom I knew, and 
!• I accepted the oflfer. But the Government refused to 
ntiiymy election, again on the plea of my being a foreigner, 
lad having taken my degree in a foreign university. Bor- 
i%hera, howover, had it at heart that I should be the doctor, 
ind a deputation, composed of the mayor and one or two of 
tbe council-men, actually went to Turin to try what could be 
dooe« The Commandant of San Remo, with whom I had 
become very friendly, backed the deputation, and wrote in 
ay favour. My Services were pompously set forth and 
pleaded, and at last my nomination — a State affair — received 
tbe offidal seal and signature. That is how I came to settle 
in this country place as physician and parish doctor." 

**What a sad destiny to be thus driven from one's birth- 
j^e, from one's home, far from those one loves best!'' ex- 
daimed Lucy, with tears in her eyes. "What you have just 
been saying gives me a glimpse of a State of things I never 
dreamed of before. You will be shocked at my ignorance 
-but pray, how many separate States are there in Italy?" 

**So many," replied Antonio, "that unless I reckon them 
on my fingers I am not sure of the number myself. Let me 
See,— there is Naples (including Sicily), Rome, Sardinia,Tus- 
cany, Parma, Lucca,* and Modena; the Lombardo-Venetian, 
ttnder Austrian rule, makes the eighth," 

"And are the governments all alike?" 

"All alike, each and all of them working on the grinding 
principle." 

**And the Pope, — is his as bad as the rest?" 

"Fully, nay, if possible, still worse. I daresay it did not 
«trike you as being so." 

"To teil the truth," said Lucy, with some little embar- 
nissment, "I did not think about the matter." 

• A cUuwe in the Treaty of Vienna provided, that after the death of Maria 
lamM. of Anstria, reigning Dachess of Parma, the Duke of Lucca should he 
ttttond to his patemal States of Parma, and that Lucca should be incorporated 
«idi Toscany. These changes took place in 1847, at the demise of Maria 
Imomm, and oonsequently the number of the petty States of Italy was dimin- 
idied by ooe , that of Lucca. 
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"No great wonder, at your age. A young lady who goe 
to Rome in search of health and amusement is not likely tc 
trouble herseif much about the character of the govemment 
Did you know many Roman families?" 

"Scarcely any, except that of Prince Sofronia. Weinsited 
exclusively among the English/' 

'^That is almost universally the case with strängen. 
They come to Italy as they would to a convenient hostebr; 
and when a man goes to an hotel it is certainly not witta 
the intention of interesting himself about the people of tiu 
house/' 

'<What shouldl do, then, to get some knowledge of meo 
and things when I next go to Rome?'' 

"There is only one way," said Antonio: "to mix vnth flfi 
classes of society, and to keep eyes and ears wide open 
But thisy of course, a young lady cannot and ought noI 
to do." 

"I wish I were not a young lady/' said Lucy, with chilA 
like impatience, "if being so is always to hamper me t 
every turn. But, at all events, I can try to obtain inforroa- 
tion." 

**0f course," replied Antonio; "and as you say youa« 
to retum to Rome, let me give you a timely waming. Nev«f 
under any pretext or persuasion, lend one of your Protestan' 
Bibles to a Roman." 

" Why not? You told me the other day that many Italiani 
read the Bible." 

"Very true; but I told you at the same time that onl] 
one translation was allowed. Were you to be found in 
fringing the prohibition against disseminating any othe 
Version, you might leam to your cost what sort of lenienc 
and toleration graces the sway of the Vicar of Jesus Christ 
As to those among my countrymen who take upon them 
selves to read unauthorized translations, they do so at thei 
own risk and peril. But I think we have had enough of p( 
litics. I must now teil you of my great prospects." 

"Ah, yes! do," said Lucy. 
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''I had been here two years^ when I was ofTered a similar 
>])pomtment in a distant part of Piedmont proper. The sole 
•Äantage over the one I hold here was pecuniary, the emo- 
inments being fiilly double. On the other band, the little 
town to which I was invited was situated in a narrow valley, 
Itemmed in by mountains, damp at all seasons, and very 
Qdd in winter. Was I, who had none dependent on me, to 
teave my ^nd and grateful neighbours, each of whom I 
bew by sight and name? — was I to give up this vast extent 
^glorious nature, which gladdens my eyes and lightens my 
lieart whenever I look at it^ and all for a little paltry money ? 
I coold not do it. I am a spoilt child of the south. I want 
tir, light, warmth, colour. I dote on this sky^ — on this sea. 
Icannot do without them; they are my life.^' 

"It does my heart good," said Lucy, "to see you can be 
e&thnsiastic for once.'' 

"Put me on the chapter of this nature at any time/' re- 
twrted Antonio, smiling, "and you will see.*' 
"So you sent a rcfusal/^ said Lucy. 
"To be sure, and without the least hesitation." 
"It was just like you," pronounced Lucy, whose interest 
tnd respect for the narrator rose with every particular which 
^aced in stronger light the noble simplicity of bis mind. 

"My second grand opening in life," continued the Ita- 
lian, "was of so misty a nature that I am at a loss how to 
QEplain it. It was the Chance of a supplementary chair of 
ttiatomy at the University of Turin. There was to be a 
Qompetition for it. The actual head professor, somewhat a 
fiiend of mine, advised me to come forward as one of the 
oompetitors. To have my name admitted on the list of 
cmdidates would have required me to send in a petition 
again, to be exempted from one of the requisite conditions, 
VII., that of Sardinian nationality. Now, I had petitioned 
onoe, and that was more than enough for me, so I thanked 
my fHend, and there the affair ended.'^ 

"That was too bad,'' said Lucy, in a tone of reproof. 
"You say so, because you don't know what petitioning 

Docior Antonio, S 
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means in this country/' replied Antonio. ^'One is compelled 
to use an express formulary, a most abject one, and of which 
the language is less that of man to man than of a slave to 
his driver. The very name of the thing, a supplication, 
(supplica^) is sickening to me. No, not to save my life shall 
I ever write another petition." 

Two days after this conversation was the 23d of ApriL 
When Antonio called he found three immense bouquets, at 
least twenty inches in diameter, arranged according to the 
Genoese fashion, and fastened to sticks two feet long, Stand- 
ing by Lucy's bed. Rosa and Speranza, not satisfied with 
preparing their own, had furnisbed Sir John with one to 
present to his daughter. "Look,— look! Doctor Antonio,'' 
cried Lucy, as he entered the room, pointing to her mag- 
nificent flower show. 

"Many happy returns of this day!" began the Italian. 
'^I knew I had no chance of vying with Rosa and Speraiua, 
so I brought you no nosegay, but a single flower multiplied 
by itself;"— and so saying he tendered to Lucy a branchof 
peach-tree in füll blossom, that he had hid behind him. 

**0h! this is best of all — how glorious!" criedLucy, clasp- 
ing her hands in delight. 

"Yes, is it not splendid?" said Antonio. "Can you con- 
ceive anything more elegant than this corolla! anyüiing 
richer than the tints of these petals, fading from this royal 
purple into the most delicate blush of the rose? The corolla^ 
as you see, is polypetalous" — 

"No technicality, no analyzing," interrupted Lucy; **k^ 
me enjoy unmixed admiration to the füll.'* 

"You are right," answered Antonio; "if by analyzing 
add to our stock of knowledge, it is rare that we do 
interfere with our enjoyment. That this is one of NatuM^— 
wonders, a chef-d^oeuvre^ is all we require to know aboutiU 

"It makes me think," said Lucy, "of what is writtcnflRZ 
the lilies of the field, — 'And yet I say unto you, that Solom*^"* 
in all his glory was not arrayed like one of these.' " 

"To my eyes," resumed Antonio, *'this peach-brancS^^ 
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icspeaks tfae band of a supreme Artificer as conclusively in 
fe way as all the glories of the firmament." 

"It does, indeed/' retumed Lucy. "How unaccountable 
^ seems that there should be people who see nothing in all 
tbe marvels of the universe but the working of matter and 
tbe result of a blind chance ! " 

Antonio said nothing, but gazed on the fair Speaker with 
intense sympathy. She remained pensive, with her face up- 
tumed towards the heavens, 

"And looks commercing with the skies. 
Her rapt soul sitting in her eyes." 

Ko words so aptly as these of Milton can describe our sweet 
Luqr at this moment. Neither of the young people spoke 
for some time, but their hearts had never before been in 
such close communion as during this pause. Antonio was 
the first to speak. 

"Have you ever read Picciola?'' 

**No. Is it a novel?" asked Lucy. 

"Yes, it is a novel, by a celebrated French author, 
Monsieur Saintine. What you said just now brought it to 
ay recollection." 

"What is it about?" 

"A flower/' answered Antonio. "The heroine of the 
novel is a flower.** 

**How Strange I — a flowerl" 

"Nothing more nor less/^ said Antonio; "and performing 
the most glorious part ever allotted to a heroine." 

"You excite my curiosity," said Lucy. "Do teil me a 
little about this Picciola." 

"The groundwork of the tale is simply this. The hero, 
just such a sceptic as you have been alluding to, is a young 
nobleman^implicated in some conspiracyagainst Napoleon I., 
and for jthat cause imprisoned in the Fortress of Fenestrelle. 
StiVLt up between the four bare walls of bis cell, deprived of 
books, pen, and ink, and of all human intercourse, save with 
lus jailer, the poor prisoner is allowed no other recreation 
butthat of an hour^s exercise in an inner court of the fortress. 
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In one of these daily walks up and down the duU yard, bis eye 
lights by Chance upon a diminutive green sboot, trying to 
force its way between two stones. At first the sight is per- 
fectly indifferent to the prisoner; but as on each retuming 
day he views the gradual development of the plant ^ and its 
hard struggle for existence, bis interest is gradually aroused^ 
and increases every day, tili it grows into a passion. The 
mysterious wonders of Vegetation strike upon the mind and 
heart of the materialist, and the humble little fiower becomes 
the ladder upon which he elevates himself to the conception 
of a first cause. Picciola, or little one — such is the name he 
has given to the plant— is, in short, the missionary which 
converts the sceptical blasd msin of the world into a believer.'' 
**That is really a beautiful story/' said Lucy; **I must 
get the book, if you will write down the title for me« And 
what plant was it that worked such a miraclef 

"The hero of the tale, it is said, could never discover the 
botanical name of bis wonder- working flower." 

"What a pityl" said Lucy. "One might have wished 
that it had been a violet or a forget-me-not, — or — By the 
by, Doctor Antonio, among all the flowers you have brought 
me there have never been any forget-me-nots. Do they not 
grow in Italy?'' 

"Yes, in quantities." 

"And you have never brought me any!" said Lucy rc- 
proachfuUy. "Why have you never done so?" 

" Why, I don't know," said Antonio, smiling, but with a 
shade of embarrassment; "perhaps I thought that seeing me 
so often, you did not need any to remind you of me." 

"A presumptuous, bad reason," answered Lucy, tartly; 
"I would not advise you to rely too much on it." 

The next time he called, the Doctor brought bis young 
patient a large bunch of these pretty little blue flowers. She 
put them into a glass on the table near her, and said, point« 
ing to them, half seriously, half playfuUy, "You don't know 
yet that I am very forgetful; as long as I have these, I shall 
not forget you." 
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« ff Antonio had been a conomonly vain man, he might 
^tfft thought that she meant more than she expressed; but 
hi ooly gave her credit for wishing to atone for her rather 

PHp Speech of the day before. 

t 



X CHAPTER VIII. 

; Speranza. 

- What with readingy watchmg the sea, lessons in botany, 

tens on the guitar, and chatting with Doctor Antonio, 
had reached the twentieth day of her stay in bed in 
Merable spirits, and without complaining of time hanging 
keavily on her hands. The necessity of this tedious confine- 
iKDt was, in fact, the only serious inconvenience still en- 
iafled on Miss Davenne by her late accident. The fits of 
poin thatwould now and then shoot through her injuredlimb, 
eqpecially the foot, during the first days, had gradually sub- 
rided, and then completely vanished; so had that sense of 
nstlessness which interfered with her sleep; and, on the 
«iiole, Lucy's health was rather improved than otherwise 
from what it had been for some time previous to the unlucky 
casnalty that had brought her to the Osteria. 

On that twentieth morning, then, Antonio paid bis visit 
tarlier than usual, and said, "I have come to wish you good- 
hjre tili to-morrow; I am called away to a place some hours 
^tant, and I shall have to sleep there/' 

This piece of news made Lucy's heart contract painfully. 
*It will be a long day for me," she answered, and could not 
tesist adding, "But you will be sure to beback to-morrow?^' 

"Without faiV replied Antonio; "I shall bid Speranza 
come and keep you Company. Her stories may amuse you. 
Now, teil me, do not you think I had better see Sir John 
Davenne, to let him know that I shall be absent for the next 
f<mr-and-twenty hours?" 

"Yes, pray do so," said Lucy, thankfuUy; for Lucy had 
not been without remarking, that there existed a certain re- 
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straint in the manner of the gentlemen towards each other^ 
and hailed anything in the shape of an advance from the 
Doctor, as possibly conducive to a better understanding. So 
Hutchins was sent, as usual, to see where Sir John was, and 
Antonio taking leave of Lucy followed Iris to the presence 
of the British Jupiter. 

As it is not our intention to give our hero credit for more 
generosity than he had in his nature, we shall at once State 
that the proffer he had just made to Miss Davenne, was not 
a sign of any growing kindness, but neither more nor less 
than a stroke of policy. Antonio had a little plan to propose 
to Sir John, which he rather preferred that Miss Davenne 
should know nothing about for the present Now, to see 
Sir John unknown to Lucy being difficult, he was glad of 
having a specious pretext for an official tite-ä-tiie with th0 
stiff-necked, stiff-backed papa of his patient. 

Ever since Doctor Yorke's memorable visit and Antonio's 
decisive victory, Sir John, by one of the strängest amoog 
the Strange delusions of mental optics, had eyed the Italian 
in the light of the author of all his woes. Sir John was not 
quite sure whether Antonio, with his nonsensical chattcring 
to Prospero on the road, had not been the primary cause of 
the overturn of the carriage; but as to the Italian's having 
in some way or other managed to bring about the present 
unpleasant State of things, of this Sir John feit not the 
slightest doubt; and his resentment was proportionale to 
the injury he had received. Now, well-bred gentlemen, as 
everybody knows, have a thousand ingenious ways of thcir 
own to make it perfectly understood, that they wish you at 
the deuce, without deviating the eighth of an inch from the 
strictest propriety in word or manner. Least of all, was this 
inheritor of a yard long of pedigree, this quintessence of 
gentlemanliness, deficient in the talent of making himself 
disagreeable in a polite way if he chose. This is a peculiar 
branch of diplomacy much studied and practised in fashion- 
able drawing-rooms, and among the higher circles. In this 
school are acquired the ceremonious bow^ that throws yott 
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to a greater distance tban would the wrong end of any 
telescope; the bland smile that proves so charmingly pro- 
voking; the frigid "hope you are well/' that sounds like a 
memento mori, and a variety of other such choice ways of 
being superlatively annoying in the most engaging manner; 
— all of which our polished Englisbman applied with dis- 
tinguished ingenuity in the present emergency. But where 
he came out with unparalleled excellence, was in the daily 
expression of regret and reiteration of apologies for the 
trouble the Doctor was put to. One would have swom to 
seeing sharp needles issue from bis mouth at every word. 
Antonio, after several unsuccessful attempts at conciliation, 
took the hint, and repaid the Baronet in bis own coin; re- 
tumed bis bows at precisely the same angle of inclination 
at which they were made; inquired for Sir John's health in 
the same icy tone in which the State of bis own had been 
investigated; conducting himself in all other respects as if 
no Sir John existed, and going in and out of the Osteria 
with an ease and equanimity, that left bis Englisb foe in a 
pleasant doubt as to whether or not bis tactics were under- 
stood. 

Strangely enougb, this uncomfortable State of things had 
lasted on, even when the causes producing it had partly 
ceased to exist, viz., when the old gentleman's feelings of 
irritationtowardstheyoungerone had considerably subsided, 
— a result chiefly brought about by that best of all peace- 
makers, time, and various other almost imperceptible agen- 
cies, whose workings on the human mind are as positive as 
undefinable. The Osteria, which at first had been like Fre- 
deric the Great's kingdom, "all sting," though not positively 
transformed into a land of peace flowing with milk and* 
honey, was nevertheless no longer the bed of nettles it had 
been. Sir John was, on the whole, tolerably comfortable, 
he received the Times regularly every morning, and was well 
supplied with those savoury literary entremets, Englisb 
periodicals. An avalanche of arm-chairs, couches, looking- 
^lasses, curtains, lamps, crockery, &c., &c.^ had come from 
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Nice to minister to his ease, and so had a cook— fimqr, äie 
Cook of the late bishop of Albenga, the greatest g^tronome 
in the Riviera. By the mail from Nice to Genoa, his Courier 
managed to supply his table with everything in season. Two 
cows at a neighbouring farm had been appropriated to the 
Service of the family, and very passable butter figured at the 
Baronet's breakfast and tea. His walks were free from all 
molestation, it being now well known that the MäordoIngles6 
did not like to be spoken to. Sir John was a kind of waXk- 
ing notification of "no trespass allowed." The mayor, and 
the majority of the town-council of Bordighera, had waited 
on him in State, and so had an elderly nobleman, called, by 
antonomasia, "the Count/' who lived in retirement in his 
palazzino, just on the other side of the hill of Bordighenu 
These Visits, punctiliously retumed of course, had agreeably 
tickled the Baronet's self-love and importance. After all, 
he saw he was among people who knew their betters. Find, 
if you can, a member of the baronetage of Great Britaio, 
who acknowledges or believes that an Italian noblemas, 
whose name, perhaps, figures in history before the Plan- 
tagenets were heard of, can be his equal! Sir John, in a 
word, feit nearly as comfortable as he had done anywherc 
since he left his native shores, and was therefore consider- 
ably mollified towards Italian mankind in general, and in 
particular towards that sample of it, which went under the 
name of Doctor Antonio. The never-ending anthem of 
praise Lucy sang of all that the Doctor did and devised to 
amuse her, and what Sir John had himself witnessed of it, 
had probably not been without some efFect on the father's 
heart. Unhappily, Sir John was too proud to give any out- 
5vard sign of his altered sentiments whichmight be regarded 
as an advance on his part, and continued, from false shame, 
if not so biting as of old, at least as formal, as distant, and 
frigid as ever. 

This premised, we shall understand how Sir John, on 
emerging from his room, apologized most ceremoniously to 
Doctor Antonio for having kept him waiting so long— just 
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ktfanunute— and how Doctor Antonio in return offered a 
atfier yerbose excuse for having disturbed Sir John at such 
in nnseasonable hour. Hearing which, the Baronet made a 
iedaiation to the purpose, that he was always at Doctor 
Antonio's service, and begged him to be seated. Here came 
a f mtrish of bows, followed by a skirmish as to who should 
ordioold not be seated first, a difficulty which was settled 
^both the gentlemen sitting down at the same time. 

"It is my pleasant duty," began the Doctor in a some- 
itat oratorical tone, ''to communicate excellent news of our 
ioteresting invalid. Miss Davenne is uncommonly well this 
ffloming.'' 

**! rejoice to hear you say so," replied Sir John, with 
great condescension, 'Uhough I could scarcely expect less, 
coDsidering all the skill and attention you have shown in 
ywr treatment of Miss Davenne." 

Antonio would have said something to beg a truce to 
dompliments. "No, no!" pursued Sir John, "youmustallow 
ne to say so. I know the extent of my obligations and the 
vahie of your time, and I shall do my best to show my sense 
ofboth." 

Does this Don Magnifico mean to pay me for my con- 
versations on botany and my lessons on the guitar? thought 
Antonio, and at the thought, he knitted his brows portent- 
ooriy, and said dryly, "You overrate both the extent of your 
oldigations and the value of my time; especially at this 
leason of the year, when, I am happy to say, there are so 
^ Hl in the parish, my time is worth very littie. Perhaps, 
to avoid any future misunderstanding, I had better at once 
distincily inform you, that nine out of ten of my visits are 
ik>t professional, and consequently exclude any question of 
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Sir John made a very wry face, and his nostrils con- 
^racted as if there were a bad smell in the wind. Antonio 
Went on saying, "My motive for troubling you this moming, 
U on a matter relating to Miss Davenne. Miss Davenne, I 
^ost render her this justice, has bome her confinement in 
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bed with admirable patience and sweetness; still the trial ii 
heavy, and will become more so as she advances in her re- 
covery, and I have been thinking much of late whether wi 
could not contrive some means of alleviating it« Supposing 
we could manage to have her carried every day to that hat 
cony, so that she might enjoy a more extended view of the 
country around, have more fresh air, amuse herseif with 
drawing, and even receive visits, if she chose, — I tliiok this 
would prove a great relief to her." 

"A great relief, certainly," echoed Sir John« 

^^Now," resumed Antonio, ''what would be quite out of 
the question with ninety-nine out of a hundred persons inher 
case, seems to me worth while trying, and even likely to 
succeed with a lady of Miss Davenne's sense, and discre- 
tion, and eamestness in obeying directions.'' 

"Could we not," said Sir John, "have a sofa placedoft 
the balcony, and have her carried there every day?" 

" A sofa would not be safe," answered Ihe Doctor» "We 
must guard Miss Davenne against the chance of doing he^ 
seif härm, even by an involuntary movement, and I thinkl 
have hit on a means which meets even that danger. Herc t» 
the plan of a seat," continued Antonio, handing Sir John a 
paper with a rough sketch on it, "which is something, asyoa 
see, between the body of a carriage and an arm-chair, ob 
which Miss Davenne could lie at length. This padded bc^ 
low in front is meant to keep the foot steady, and guarded 
from any motion, even independent of the will, The wholc 
could be put on wheels made to move at the pleasure of any 
one sitting on it. If you approve of my plan, I can have i( 
executed immediately by a most skilful cabinet-maker, t 
friend of mine, (Sir John winced visibly at this last announce* 
ment,) and whom I shall see this very day at a place to whidi 
I am going for four-and-twenty hours." 

"Your idea is excellent," said the Baronet. "But art 
you sure that the man you speak of is capable of executing 
your Orders perfectly?" 

I have no doubt of it," said the Italian; "the persoal 
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mean is a genius in his way, and I even rely on him for sug- 
g;e9ting any improvements that can be made, and which he 
will see at a glance. By the by," added he, *'l have men- 
tkmed nothing of this to Miss Davenne, lest the scheme 
should fail from some cause or other, and'^ — 

"Quiteright,*' interrupted Sir John, "I shall not breathe 
awordabout it/' 

"Thank you — and now that I have your sanction," 
wound up Antonio, rising, "1 will not trespass longer on 
your time/' 

"Pray, sir," said Sir John, rising also, "receive my very 
best thanks; very considerate of you, I am sure— very — 
kind. I am infinitely obliged to you." 

Sir John was really in eamest in his thanks, and these 
last words were pronounced in a tone to which he had little 
accustomed Antonio's ears. The Italian's unvarying inde- 
pendence and disinterestedness both piqued and pleascd 
the haughty Baronet« Of all qualities in a man, that which 
Sir John could best appreciate and valued the most, was 
pride. After all, said he to himself as he bent his Steps to- 
wards Lucy's room, there is a dash of the gentleman in that 
Italian. After all, said Doctor Antonio to himself, as he 
crossed the garden, there is a touch of feeling in that old 
ogrCm Thus both gentlemen had separated more kindly dis- 
posed towards each other than they had feit hitherto. 

Lucy did her best to beguile the hours, but with little 
saccess. Everything which had so lively an interest for her 
so long as Antonio was there, had none now that he was ab- 
tent The very sky was not so brilliant, the sea not so blue. 
She put aside her books and flowers, and feil to musing. 
Never had such a feeling of loneliness fallen on her be- 
fore, and as it is the privilege of a present sadness to awaken 
tbose of the past, so did there come to her, strangely dis- 
tinct from out a mass of confused thoughts and Images, the 
tecoUection of her mother, making the girl dasp her hands, 
irhile a pang of sorrow stung her to the quick, as if for the 
Srst time she had known, that never more had she a mother's 
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heart to lean on. Then memory carried her back to ber 
childhood. Her old nurse, her plaything^s, the lawn, the 
garden, all old familiär faces and scenes came before her, 
and bot tears rolled over ber cbeeks. Lucy was very sad, 
and wondered why it was that sbe was so sad, and wfay tt 
was that sbe feit so lonely; why there was such a blank 
around ber. Her eyes drooped^ and sbe beg^an to wish fhat 
Speranza would come to keep ber Company, as Antonio had 
Said sbe would. Speranza was the only society that would 
have suited Lucy Üiis moming,— Speranza who seemedto 
ber, and really was, so very different from Hutchins, to whom 
Miss Davenne never could have looked as a resource. 

Speranza at last made ber appearance, and went qmeti^ 
to take ber usual seat by the foot of the bed. Lucy, oa 
looking at her, saw traces of tears in her eyes, and said| 
"You have been crying, Speranza — teil me what is the mat- 
ter.'^ Speranza attempted a faint denial with herhandi— 
her heart, poor thing, was so füll, that any effort at speak- 
ing would have made it overflow— and bent her head loiwr 
over ber distaff. 

"Come and speak to me," said Lucy, and drawinglier 
gently down towards berself, sbe asked in her sweetest tonC) 
"What ails you, my poor girl?" Lucy's tender voice went 
straight to the poor peasant's heart, who, unable to control 
berself any longer, bid her face in Luc/s bosom, and büßt 
into a passion of tears and sobs. "Pray, teil me what is the 
matter, perhaps I can belp you," insisted Lucy, kissing Spc- 
ranza's head, and crying herseif by way of comforting her. 

"Thank you, madam," sobbed the girl, "God will reward 
you for your pity — for me— but my sorrow — is past helpj* 
and saying so she drew a letter out of her pocket, put it into 
Luc/s band, then seating berself again on ber stool, covered 
her head with her apron, and began rocking berself to and 
fro, with little moans expressive of intense anguisb. The 
letter, written in a neat clear band, was dated ** Genoa," and 
signed "Battista," in buge, ratber primitive characters. It 
ran thus: — 



SPERANZA. 125 

**My GOOD Speranza,— My case was brought yesterday 
before the Council of Revision, and I gave in my certificates, 
l mean the Mayor of Bordighera's letter, and the one you 
Beut me from the Cur^. The officer who read the letters, 
and had the talk all to himself, said they were stuffand non- 
sense, and that I might thank the Council for not declaring 
me contumacious— I think that's the word— and punishing 
me as such. Then they wrote down my name in what is 
called the Roll-book. So it is all over with me now, I am 
i^ularly entered for four years as a sailor in the king's 
Service. If I had come fairly by it I should not mind. I 
might say to you, * You are young, and so am I. Four years 
come to an end some day; — wait for me/ But 1 have been 
bardly used, and not a bit of justice in it, and so they shall 
find me a bad bargain, I can teil them. TU give his Majesty 
the slip the very first opportunity, and try my fortune in 
some better coimtry, where there is justice for the poor as 
weU as rieh; so you need not think of me any more, unless 
you choose to think of me as a departed friend, for such I 
am and shall be to the last. If I were to teil you that my 
heart is fairly broken, it would serve no purpose but to 
make your sorrow greater, so I sha'n't say any thing of the 
Idnd, only good-bye on this side of the grave. I have tried 
liard to be a good son, and live in the fear of God and of 
tbe Madonna Santissima. What good has it done me? I 
kve more than a mind to take to swearing, and drinking, 
and fighting, like most of my messmates, who seem never 
die worse for it, but rather the better. It's of no use writing 
any more,— so God bless you, as I do from my innermost 
heart; and do not forget me in your prayers, and think 
lometimes of your unfortunate— Battista. 

'^P.S, — ^My duty to dear, dear mother Rosa, and to kind 
Doctor Antonio. I meant to have sent you the lock of hair 
you gave me on the evening before my first voyage to Mar- 
seilles, and the ring we exchanged in the chapel of the Ma- 
donna of Lampedusa« But I can't part with them, — really I 
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Lucy wiped her eyes as she gave back the letter to Spe- 
ranza, who had never ceased her moans, and swaying to 
and fro. 

Nowy though explicit enough in the main, Battista's 
epistle left many minor points obscure, which the warm- 
hearted English girl, with a true woman*s interest in a lovc 
Story, wished to have explained. This desire led to a string 
of questions from the one and answers from the other, tbese 
last interspersed by sobs and tears, which, though adding 
to their pathos, rather interfered with their cleamess. It is 
out of these answers, only put in some better order, thatwt 
are going to extract Speranza's little story, leaving it, ho»- 
ever, entirely in her own mouth, lest by telling it ourselves 
we should do what Antonio was afraid of doing, and woold 
not do— that is, spoil its simplicity. 

"Battista," began Speranza, "was the only son of a poor 
woman, who was always called 'Widow Susan,' thou^ her 
man was still alive; but he had deserted her when Battista 
was only two years old, and had gone to France, and setded 
there. As Widow Susan lived next door to us — Üiat was long 
before we kept this Osteria— Battista and I were almost as 
much together as if we had been brother and sister, and 
when we were neither of us as high as that" — and the giri 
pointed to a table — "he never called me by any namcbut 
Mittle wife,' and ! always called him *my little man.' Eveiy 
Sunday, after vespers, Battista would wait for me at the 
church door to go home with me, and never spoke to anf 
girl but me, though he was spoken to often enough— for, 
though I say it, it is true, madam, he was the handsomest 
boy in the parish. When I grew older, and began to go to 
the wood, Battista was sure to come and meet me half-way, 
and carry my bündle for me. And so it came about thatit 
was as good ds settled, and everybody in Bordighera, and 
we most of all, took it for granted, that, as soon as we were 
old enough, we should be marned; though neither father, 
nor mother, nor Widow Susan, had ever said a word aboot 
the matter. Battista had a great liking for the sea, and woold 
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fjun liave gone to see the world, and make some money for 
me, but he was too good a son to think of leaving bis poor 
dear mother, who had no support but him, and so he stayed 
at home, and turned fisherman; and it was a real pride, 
madam/^ — and Speranza's cheek flushed, — "to see how he 
managed his boat. He was the smartest and best of all our 
beatmen, and everybody said so. 

"Year after year passed, bringing no change, tili this 
house was set up for sale, and my father, who had long taken 
a fancy to it, agreed for the purchase, and we came to live 
here. My father, whose health was failing fast, had it in his 
nünd that the air of this place, not so sharp as at Bordighera, 
would do him a deal of good. So we settled here, and father 
one evening — I remember it as if it was yesterday — said to 
Battista, 'As this house is to be yours one day, I mean when 
you and Speninza are man and wife, I expect you to lend a 
hand towards paying the price of it; for I must teil you that 
aD my little savings have gone at once in the first instal- 
ment, and there are three more of them owing, one each 
year for three years running, and we cannot expect to get 
the money for these payments, and enough to keep us too, 
out of the produce of the land and the custom of the house. 
So, my lad, go to work, with God's blessing, as hard as you 
can, and make money, Widow Susan shall come and live 
with US while you are away; so your mind may be at rest 
about her.' 

"Battista was quite overjoyed at this arrangement and 
atmy fathcr's talking to him in this way, because it made 
him quite sure of being one day his son. He made no delay, 
bot set off at once to Nice, where he engaged himself on 
board a trading vessel bound to Genoa, went from thence 
to Leghorn and then to Marseilles, and as far away as Cette, 
md to miany other places; and whenever he came home, 
wliich he did three or four times in the first two years that 
Jie tpent at sea, he always brought some little comfort for 
bis motber, and something curious or fine for me, and a 
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little money for father; but it was very little, because Bat- 
tista's wages were very scanty. 

^^One day my father said to Battista, 'At this rate it will 
take US ten years to pay for this place. I had to borrow 
money for the second payment, and now the third is akuost 
due. How am I to manage?' Battista said, tliat if it hadn't 
been for the Conscription, which bound a man band and 
foot, he knew of a place where he could go and be sure of 
getting money, and he named it, — a far, far off place, in a 
country called Tipodes, that the schoolmaster said was od 
the other side of the earth, below our feet. But Battista, 
who has been there since, says it is all nonsense; for if itwj» 
so, how could people stand on their feet? and yet they do." 
And Speranza looked up at Lucy as if she had uttered an 
unanswerable argument. 

"That is not quite a proof," said Lucy, smiling; "butwe 
will talk of that another time. Go on with your story now/' 

"Well, then/' pursued Speranza — "'But,' said father 
to Battista, 'you can't be taken, you know, because you are 
all the same as the only son of a widow.' " 

" <So I am,' said Battista; 'still I must attend and draw 
out a number, as it seems, at least I was told that such was 
the law, when I went for my papers at Genoa.' " 

" *Ah!' says father, *they are always plaguing poor folks 
with their law. Well, never mind, it's only three months to 
wait; who knows, you may draw a good number, and that 
will set it all right.' " 

" *Please God it be so,' " said Battista. 

" God was good to us, madam, for, when the time came, 
Battista's number was one of the highest, and he had not to 
be marched away. He was not present at the drawing, 
which took place at Nice; but that did not signify, the gentle- 
men of the board drew for the young men who were abscnt. 
As soon as bis good luck was known at Bordighera, the 
mayor wrote him a letter to Genoa, where Battista had gonc 
a trip,— a beautiful letter it was, — to give him the happy 
news; and with this letter in band, Battista got leave to go 
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rhere he pleased, and all the papers he wanted, and he 
afled away for that far, far off place. 

"From that day we had nothing but misfortunes. Widow 

Susan feil ill of a fever, and, in spite of Doctor Antonio's 

aure, died within a month. I was so broken-hearted at this 

tmexpected loss, and at having to break the sad news to 

Battista, — ^he had made me promise to let him know any- 

Üiing, good or bad, that might happen to his mother,— and 

withal so wom out with sitting up night after night with 

Widow Susan, that I feil ill myself next, and was in bed for 

fix weeks, and should never have got up again but for Doctor 

Antonio. I was just beginning to crawl about when, one 

moming, the mayor called here, and said that Battista's 

case was not so clear as he had thought at first, and that 

Battista must go and pass before that Council of Revision, 

which has taken him now, and that if he did not go he 

would be breaking the law. In a few days more a paper 

was posted up at the town-hall, and another at our house, 

where Battista's poor mother had lived last, summoning 

him to appear at a short notice. Now, there was no sense 

in this, for had not the mayor himself put it as piain as 

pen, ink, and paper could make it, that Battista could not 

be taken? and then how could he ans wer the sunmions, 

«faen he was a three months' voyage off, as everybody 

kaew? 

'^Oh no!'' continued Speranza, in a voice füll of Indigna- 
tion, ^'all this was done to throw the blame of having dis- 
obeyed the law upon the poor lad; and who could have an 
interest in making him appear in the wrong, but the Com- 
Biandant of San Remo?" 

"How the Commandant of San Remo?" asked Lucy, in 
turprise. 

"You must know," went on Speranza, "that this Com- 
mandant had an old spite at Battista, and this is how it was. 
Oace the Commandant sent to desire Battista to get him 
some iine fish, as he was going to give a g^and dinner to the 
Goyemor of Nice. Battista caught a beautiful San PietrOj 
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(John Dory,) and took it to the Commandant's palazzo, e^ 
pecting to be praised, and to have a good price for it But 
he was offered just half its worth, and that put him in a 
passion after all the trouble he had taken, and he said he 
would rather throw it back into the sea than give it for less 
than its value; and so he did, and the grand dinner turned 
out all wrong, because of there being no fish. When the 
Commandant heard the reason, he was terribly angry, and 
swore that sooner or later he would make Battista pay for it 
We could not help feeling for Battista, but all the same^ 
we scolded him well for getting into such a scrape. Jost 
fancy a poor fisherman presuming to stand against the 
greatest man in the province — a military man, too, uscd to 
have his own way and to make everybody tremble. Every 
one said that the Commandant would be as good as his 
Word, and so it proved. 

"Time went by, and very hard time it was, and we had 
no tidings of Battista. What we eamed by keeping the inn 
was very little indeed. Father was going fast, and his 
temper waxed sourer every day, and he never ceased moan- 
ing and complaining about his health, and at no news fro0 
Battista, and worrying about his debts, and this and that, 
tili the customers grew weary of him, and feil off one bf 
one. The little we made went in soup, and good mea^ 
and wine for the poor old man, who was ill of a bird in the 
stomach— " 

'Of what?" exclaimed Lucy. 

A bird, madam, which ate everything he swallowed; 
ask Doctor Antonio, madam, he will teil you what I mean. 
We were so poor now, that often I had to go twice a day to 
the wood, and after all, I eamed only enough to pay for a 
bit of meat, or a bottle of wine for father. If it had not 
been for Doctor Antonio, who helped us in many a way, and 
was like a guardian angel hovering over us, I don't think we 
could have got on at all. At last, after sixteen months of 
this life, a letter came from Battista. It was sad, for, poor 
fellowl he knew, by the time it was written, of his mother's 
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death, but to us it came like a message from heaven, to bid 
US keep up our courage. This letter was the first that 
reached us, but not the first that he had sent. He said that 
he was well, and had put by already a good round sum of 
money, and was sure of doubling it in six months more; but 
after that he should come home, and we should all be happy 
together. We wept for joy as we read it. Father, who was 
inbed in a very low way, joined his hands and said, *Now, 
my God, take mc when it is thy will; I am ready to go, for 
my child will not be left destitute.' A week after,'' con- 
tinued Speranza, wiping her eyes, "we carried the dear old 
ttan to the burying-ground. 

''Ahl madam, we reckoned the days as a man condemned 

to death counts the hours he has to live. Six months went 

by, then seven, eight, nine, ten, and no Battista. It was 

one stormy evening last March; mother and I were sitting 

swTowfully in the dark, to spare oil— our little provision was 

slrnost gone, and we had no money to buy any — the wind 

was howling, and the sea roaring like a wild beast, and I was 

thinking of poor sailors at sea, when all at once I heard a 

Step Crossing the garden — my heart jumped up to my throat, 

and I rushed half crazy to the door. It was he — I knew his 

Step, I was in his arms once more. Oh ! the blessed moment ! 

An my troubles were forgotten, all my misery was gone, for 

be had come back, he was there, — he, Battista. Oh ! why 

did God give me this little look of heaven to make me feel 

tbe loss of it more bitterly. Mother and I were mad with 

joy, but it did not last long. As soon as the lamp was 

fighted we saw a world of sorrow in poor Battista's face, he 

i»as so wom and pale; his eyes were sanken, his cheeks 

qirite hoUow. He had his right arm tied up in a handker- 

diief. * What is the matter?' asked I, all in a shake. *We 

bare been shipwrecked,* he said, *all hands drowned, poor 

fellows, except another and myself, and everything I had on 

earth gone!' and as he spoke these words, he feil a crying. 

I thought, I did indeed, that my heart was going to split in 

two. I undid the handkerchief; there was a great gash 

9* 
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across the band. Mother went to fetch Doctor Antonio— I 
was too sick to move — and brought bim back witb ber. As 
soon as I beard tbe Doctor's voice I feit comforted, for I 
Said to myself, He will belp us. . Tbe voice of a friend is 
very sweet in sorrow, dear lady/' said tbe poor creature^ 
trying bard to keep down ber tears. ^'Doctor Antonio 
dressed tbe wound, and began at once to cbeer us by say- 
ing, tbat we ougbt to be tbankful for tbe good left us — wbat 
if Battista bad been drowned witb the otbers? — tbatmoneyi 
after all, was not bappiness; tbat Battista and I were yoimg 
and strong; and tbat, as be bad lost bis money, we must 
work tbe harder, and bless God tbat we were spared to ont 
another. And as I listened to tbese good words tbe ack- 
ness left my beart. Tbe Doctor sat down witb us, and then 
Battista told us all about tbe sbipwreck; bow tbe vessel had 
Struck on a sunken rock close in to tbe coast of Corsica^ 
almost in sigbt of bome! — and gone down in a minute; how 
he and one of bis sbipmates bad been picked up by a Frend 
sbip going to Marseilles, and be bad made bis way on foot 
from thence to Bordigbera. We sat long, and taJked and 
talked over the past, and of poor dear fatber, and poor dear 
Widow Susan, and made plans for the future; and whcnwe 
separated, we did so witb light bearts — for, after all, was he 
not spared to me, and I to him? As it was now long after 
midnight, and Battista would find no house open at that 
bour, Doctor Antonio took him bome to bis lodg^gs for 
that night. 

"Next moming, I made sure that Battista would be down 
with US early, so that I wondered very much wben eigW 
o'clock came, and still no Battista. But I never supposed 
that anything was wrong until I saw Doctor Antonio Coming 
alone. As soon as ever be was near enough, I knew by bis 
face that he had bad news for me. The Doctor told me at 
once that Battista bad been summoned to San Remo on that 
business of the Conscription, and that I must not distress 
myself, but make ready and go with bim and mother to San 
Remo. He would, be said, see tbe Commandant, and do bis 
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best to light Battista. The Doctor did not teil us then, what 
we knew very soon afterwards, that two carabineers had 
been sent from San Remo to fetch Battista; that they had 
arrested him in the street, put handcufTs on him, and thus 
paraded him about the town as if he had been a thief or a 
murderer, and then taken him away in a boat. They said it 
was law. I don't think there's much justice in such laws/^ 
Said Speranza, very sharply. 

''So the Doctor and mother and I went as fast as we 
could to San Remo, and made first of all for the jail, but as 
we had no pass, were refused admittance. We next went to 
the Commandant's, who was busy, we were told, and could 
See no one. Doctor Antonio insisting, however, he was in- 
troduced, but he could obtain nothing — not even the per- 
niission for us to see Battista — only the answer that it was 
the law, and that the law must be obeyed. After being kept 
aweek in the jail at San Remo~God knows for what reason! 
—Battista was marched off, under an escort of Carabineers, 
to Genoa, and taken to the dockyard there, out of which he 
was never allowed to go. Doctor Antonio wrote in his be- 
half to all his friends at Genoa, even to the British Consul 
there. The cur^ gave us a letter, saying how Battista was 
all the same as fatherless, for his father had deserted him 
when only two years of age; but nothing availed.'' 

"And what difference/' asked Lucy, "would it have 
made if his father had really been dead?'' 

"Oh, madam, he would not have been taken in the Con- 

icription. The only son of a widow is exempted from the 

lervice. So far the law is merciful to one whose father is 

dead; and why should it not be so to one whose father is all 

the same to him as if he was in the churchyard? But what's 

die use of reasoning about it? the law is too strong for the 

poor—Battista, as you know, is condemned, and'* — (Spe- 

lanza made a desperate effort to conquer her emotion, and 

oontinued slowly and composedly)— "Well, let it be so; I 

can bear it all without complaining. Everybody is not bom 

fio be happy. I am willing to offer up my hopes in this 
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World as a sacrifice to the Blessed "Virgin, holy moüxer of 
sorrows. If it is ordained that I am not to be — Battista^s 
wife, well. I can give him — up on this side of the grave. 
But I cannot, no^' — (she went on with a burst of passion, tbat 
made her eyes actually rain tears)— ^^I cannot bear that he 
should tum to wickedness ; that he who has been snch a 
pattem of goodness should take to breaking God's com- 
mandments, and that we should be separated in all etemity« 
That is what wrings my heart and drives me mad« Oh, no, 
no ! that is what God will not let come to pass." 

This was the first view that Lucy had ever had into an 
aching heart — this was the first time that such things as 
want, hardship, and anguish, hitherto vague abstractions 
with her rather than stem realities, had stood up in a livin; 
shape, and told their sad tale, and moaned and writhed 
within her sight and hearing. We leave the reader to 
unagine how all the holy Springs of sympathy and pity 
heaved in Lucy's gentle bosom, and gushed forth in soothr 
ing words and caresses, and eamest promises of assistance. 

"Perhaps you know the king?" said Speranza, all atonce 
raising her head with a flash of hope in her eyes. 

"No," said Lucy; "why do you ask?" 

"Because," said Speranza, "if you could have told him 
Battista's story, I am sure he would be merciful to us. Obl 
if the king could only know, he would be sorry for us. Whjr 
should he, so great on his throne, wish poor folks tobe 
wretched?" 

"If we cannot speak to the king,'* said Lucy, "we can 
write to him,— I mean, we can send him a memorial on be- 
half of Battista/' 

"That would be of no use," replied the girl, dejectedly« 
"Memorials sent by poor people never reach the king; the 
bad counsellors stop them.'^ 

"But, perhaps," insisted Lucy, "we can find somebody 
who will promise to put the memorial into the king's own 
hands." 

Speranza shook her head despondingly. It was plaia 



SPERANZA. 135 

that she had as bad an opinion of memorial^ as Doctor 
Antonio. 

"We shall find some way, depend upon it," continued 
Lucy; "I will ask Doctor Antonio what to do." Both girls 
brightened up at this. Evidently Speranza's faith was greater 
in Doctor Antonio than in the memorial. 

Lucy thought long over Speranza's story, wishing that 
Öie morrow were come, that she might ask the Doctor how 
best to help her prot^g^e; and then she feil to musing with 
j^articular complacency on the part he had played in the 
Uttle drama. Nor, it must be confessed, did she consider 
the Italian girl's enthusiastic expression of his having been 
like a guardian angel, either exaggerated or misplaced. 
The man seemed bom to do good. For, had she not heard, 
did she not know from her own experience, that wherever 
there was sickness or sorrow, tears to dry, or sinking hearts 
to raise, ihere he was to be found, cheering, sustaining, 
nünistering in many a way? And now a glimmering light 
dawned on Lucy's understanding, by which she began to 
perceive how a superior man like Doctor Antonio might be 
reconciled to his present lot; nay, she even feit disposed to 
think highly of that humble sphere into which fate had 
jostled him,— a sphere, she saw, teeming with misery, op- 
pression, and injustice, and therefore calcülated to draw 
forth all the energy and chivalrous kindness of his nature. 

Lucy very soon lost herseif in an inextricable labyrinth 

of speculation and argument, into which we need not follow 

her, but which interested her far more than Manzoni or the 

guitar, and brought her on to the end of the day less dis- 

agreeably than she had expected. Sir John, also, when he 

Game to see her in the evening, looked more serene and 

Gheerful than he had done since they had taken up their 

abode in the Osteria, — a serenity and cheerfulness partly 

attributed by Lucy to the Doctor's considerate step in the 

moming; but as Sir John was very loud in his praises of the 

Bishop of Albenga's former cook, we are inclined to believe 
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that tbe dinner he had eaten had more to do witli his presenk 
optimism than Doctor Antonio, 



CHAPTER IX. 

"Lucy*» Scheme. 

When Lucy awoke next morning, she discovered ihataH 
was right again with the sky and the sea, and that thebiids^ 
song was wondrously sweet. The brea^fast tray hadjost 
been removed, when the well-known step, so quick yct so 
firm, the step that she could have singled out from anong 
ten thousand others, made itself heard. Lucy wondered 
why her heart gave just such a bound as Speranza had spoken 
of, when describing her recognition of Battista's footstcp in 
the garden. 

Another moment and here was Doctor Antonio , erect^ 
and gentle, and smiling, as was his wont, radiating bene- 
volence, so to say, from every pore. Here he was, all 
covered with dust, and looking none the worse for it in 
Lucy's eyes , for that dust betokened some iropatience and 
eagerness to see her again. 

" A prize patient,'^ he began, "who has slept soundly,for 
she looks well — see, I have worked hard for you this morn- 
ing,*' and he showered down a quantity of aromaticwild 
plants; "here's thyme, lavender, and rosemary, and swect- 
briar, enough to put the best perfumer's shop to the blush. 
You ought to teil Hutchins to make Sachets of them. Thcre^s 
no patchoulis or musk can compete with these.*' 

"Thank you, thank you,'* said Lucy; "how freshthe) 
smell! they make me think of green hillsides." 

"If you do as I advise you,'* said Antonio, "theyinl 
serve some day, when you are far, far away, to make yoi 
think of our poor Riviera.** 

"Do not talk to me about going away, Doctor Antonk 
I have grown so fond of this ugly old house, that I shall tr 
and persuade papa to buy it, and make it into a beautifi 
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:ottage« Should you be sorry to have us for neighbours?" 
rhe arch look in her face softened into a smile, that Doctor 
Antonio's eye met rather gravely, yet lingered on. 

^Now, Doctor Antonio ^ come and sit down by me^ and 
do not expect to get away for two hours, at least. I have 
so many things to teil you, so many things to ask you.'' 

Antonio complied, and Lucy then, with a somewhat im« 
portant air, began: **Speranza told me yesterday everything 
about herseif and Battista.'' 

''I know she did, and I am glad of it. You have raised 
her spiritSy and she looks less unhappy already. I have this 
moment read poor Battista's letter." 

"We must help them," said Lucy, eagerly; ^and you 
must advise me what to do. All Speranza told me is true, is 
itnot, and Battista is really a good man?'' 

"Yes/* Said Antonio, "he is an excellent lad, what we 
Italians call äi buonapasta^ quiet and simple, insomuch that 
1 have sometimes wondered how such a lively and clever 
girl as Speranza, became so strongly attached to him; foUy, 
^er all, to wonder at such things. Suffice to say, that sdl 
Bordighera is unanimous in speaking well of the unlucky 
fellow,— and praising one's neighbour, you know, is not the 
distmguishing virtue of small places. As to the accuracy of 
Speranza's Statements, of that I am not quite so sure. Not 
^ I mean that Speranza deceived you wilfully— she is in- 
capable of that; but she and Rosa, and Battista himself, and 
ödeed, I may say, nine-tenths of the inhabitants of Bordi- 
Shera, entertain certain false notions of their own on this 
casc, which nothing you can say will ever put out of their 
heads; and naturaUy, Speranza cannot but have given you 
her own erroneous impressions. An article of faith with 
Äem all is, first, that Battista's mother, owing to her having 
hetn deserted byher husband, was to be considered a widow 
•^n fact, they always called her Widow Susan— and Battista 
conscquently a widoVs son. Now this may be to a certain 
tttent in the spirit, but does not come at all within the letter 
of the law, Sccondly, they all believe that the Mayor of 



138 DOCTOR ANTONIO. 

Bordighera's letter, purporting that Battista was not to 
march, constitutes in Battista's favour an offidal title, in 
right of which he ought at all events to be exempted from 
the Service. And in this also they are mistaken. The 
Mayor's letter was nothing but the expression of an indivi- 
dual opinion, an act of kindness, and of no legal value wjiat- 
ever. Battista's case Stands thus. He drew a number, or to 
speak more correctly, a number was drawn for him, suf- 
üciently high, it was thought, to insure his not being drafted 
away, but which ultimately proved not so.*' 

Lucy looked as if she did not understand. 

^'Suppose/' exclaimed Antonio, '^that the province to 
which Bordighera belongs, be called upon to fumish ten 
young men for the navy — very well— the lad who draws 
number 'twenty' is considered to be, and in all probability 
is safe. It nevertheless occasionally happens, that out of 
the ten who have drawn low numbers, say from i to 10, and 
are consequently those who by right would have to serve^ 
one or two are not of the regulation size, one or two more 
have settled abroad, and are not forthcoming, some otbers 
are able to prove that they are among the exceptions re- 
cognised by the law, and so on. What is the natural con- 
sequence? — for, when the Government says, I want ten men, 
ten men must be found one way or the other — the natural 
consequence is, that those who have high numbers are sub- 
stituted for the ineligible, or missing low numbers. This 
was poor Battista's case; and though at first no one doubted 
but that his high number would secure him from being 
taken, yet from the unprecedented exemptions and ex- 
clusions that took place in the class to which he belonged, it 
turned out that every one, the Mayor among others, was 
mistaken." 

"I see it all now," said Lucy, "and judging from what 
you have just said, I fancy that the Charge Speranza brings 
against the Commandant of San Remo, of having, out of 
revenge, caused Battista's misfortune, has no ground but in 
her imagination.'' 
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'^I am indined to think so/^ answered Antonio; ^'that 

tnuch partiality and injustice is shown, in general, by worthy 

Commandants in this matter of the Conscription, as in most 

otherSy is a fact of notoriety beyond all doubt, and which 

explains the preconceptions entertained on this head by 

Speranza and Co. The Commandants are too often disposed 

to abuse their power« But nothing in the particular case of 

wMch we are speaking, has come to my knowledge which 

entitles me to say that Battista's difficulties are in any way 

to be laid at the door of the Commandant of San Remo« 

Let US try and be just even to our adversaries/' 

''Is this Commandant hostile to you?'^ asked Lucy^ in 
some little alarm. 

''Oh^ not at all! though I may be dubious as to his 
private sentiments being over-friendly, we are to all ap- 
pearance on excellent terms. I will teil you one day to what 
lam indebted for this show of good-wilL When I called 
bim my adversary, I meant in a political point of view. He 
IS of course a most violent partisan of pure depotism, in- 
<leed one of the fiercest I ever met with. He foams at the 
Qiouth when he speaks of the Liberais ; he would willingly 
hug the last of them with his own hands.'^ 

"What a monsterl*' exclaimed Lucy. 

"But if I acquit him/' pursued Antonio, "on the ground 
of conspiracy against Battista, I have no words to express 
iQy Indignation at the gratuitously harsh, nay barbarous 
»ttnner^ and for that I hold him responsible, with which he 
W the law enforced — a law pressing hard enough upon 
tbe poor without need of aggravation. What reason could 
there be for keeping the poor fellow a week in the jail of 
San Remo, denying him even the comfort of seeing those 
two poor women, and sending him with a guard of cara- 
teeers to Genoa, like a malefactor, unless it was to gratify 
tnoldgrudge?" 

"How very crueU^' said Lucy, with flashing eyes. 
''Surely if such conduct were made public, or the people of 
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the town were to petition the Goverment, he would be at 
once removed/^ 

'^You forget that we are in Italy/' said Antonio, witiia 
sad smile. ''Such conduct is public. The CommandantSy 
my dear Miss Davenne, are but the expression of the spirit 
of the Government, and, as such, supported and backed by 
it to the utmost. What do you imagine would be the result { 
of such a Petition as you suggest? Why, it would be sent j 
back to the Commandant himself, and Uien the Petitionen J 
might look to themselves/' j 

" Why, what could he do to them?" asked Lucy. 

''Ask rather what he could not. He could do anyfhing 
he chose. We are all at his mercy. He can arbitrarily sanh | 
mon any one to his presence, load him with abuse, consigs j 
him to prison, or march him away to a fortress, without trial 
or legal form of any kind; — he can order the shop of one 
tradesman to be closed, the license of another to be with* 
drawn;— he can, by sending two lines to Turin, have me dis- 
missed from the appointment I hold, and expelled from the 
kingdom; — he can stick a hat on a pole, and Gessler-Iike^ 
command every one that passes to bow to it. If he does 
not do this, it is not that he lacks the power, but that tho 
idea does not come into his head.^' 

'<But you describe a State of things quite intolerable,'' 
said Lucy. 

"Intolerable is the word/' went on Antonio, **at least for 
thinking people. The unthinking, who constitute the majo- 
lity everywhere, feel it less. The obscurity of the greater 
number screens them, to some extent, from annoyance, and 
res angusia domiy with the cares it entails, engrosses most of 
them too much to allow of time or disposition to think of 
anything but their individual concems; then the priests 
assert that it is all right. But we are wandering far from 
Battista.'* 

"Yes, indeed,'* smiled Lucy, "we were quite forgetting 
him. Now, give me your advice, or rather teil me how I can 
best help him.'^ 



» 
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**Alasl'' Said Antonio, "I see no way but one.'* 
"And what is that?" inquired Lucy, finding Doctor 
üitonio stop Short. 
"To provide a Substitute for him/' said he. 
'^You mean payingsomeone to serve inBattista's place? 

^'Just so; but Üiat is quite out of the question.'^ 

" Why out of the question? Will it cost so very much? 
I will do it if I can,'* said the eager girl. "Now, Doctor An- 
tonio, what have I said tcf make you open your eyes so wide, 
and look so astonished?'' 

''I confess that your kindness and generosity take me a 
little by surprise." 

<<0 Doctor Antonio, Doctor Antonio, what a bad compli« 
nent!'' said Lucy, shaking her head. "Have we not often 
agreed that it is the duty of the rieh to help the poor?" 

''So it is,'' said Antonio, recovering his sedateness. 
^Thank Heaven, there exists a better order of beings, for 
whom doing good is a necessity of their nature." 

"That is just what I thought of you many a time, and I 
liave a right to think so," said Lucy, with a playfulness that 
struggled with the tears that would Start into her eyes; "and 
you have no right to say me nay. Do you think,'' she went 
on quickly, "that it would be difficult to find this Sub- 
stitute?" 

"1 cannot be sure; but I hope not. I heard a short while 
ip of a Seaman of Spedaletti, a village close by, whose 
time had expired, and who was said to be anxious to re- 
«ttter the service." 

"Would he require a large sum to take Battista's place?" 

"I should say from fifteen to eighteen hundred francs." 

^And how much is that in English money?" 

"From sixty to seventy-two pounds." 

"That is not so very much," said Lucy; "I do not think 
tliat I have it actually in my purse; but I can afford the 
•um." 

Hutchins was desired to bring Miss Davenne's desk; and 
vpon examination of the State of the exchequer, the balance 
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was found to be tfairty pounds, seventeen shÜIiiigs, and sbme 
pence. ^I will ask papa for the rest," said tbe young lady; 
*'the whole sum shall be ready to-morrow. Will yoa sct 
about this matter directly, so as not to lose another dayT" 

" Most willingly/' was Antonio's answer. "My first Step 
shall be to find out the man that was mentioned to me. u 
he be really willing to re-enter the service, we inll despatdi 
him immediately to Genoa, with fifty francs for his traveOing 
expenses. The rest of the sum we agrce to give can be 
deposited in the hands of some person at Genoa, the British 
Consul for instance^ to be paid over when the ezchange 
is effected. You must make up your mind to some delay 
ere this can take place. There are hosts of fonnalities to 
be complied with in this as in any other affidr. But not t 
Word to Speranza; we must have a care how we raise her 
hopes, for were our scheme to fail, we should have only 
prepared too bitter a disappointment for her." 

" Then you think there is a chance of our not succeed- 
ing?" inquired Lucy, with a blank face. 

"Yes," replied Antonio; "should the Commandant get 
scent of our plan, and take it into his head to oppose us, we 
should infallibly be defeated. We have therefore to act 
with the greatest caution,'' 

How sweet to Lucy's ears sounded the words cur scheme, 
%oe must do this or that ! How pleasant it was to have an in- 
terest in common with that kindest of doctors I 

** When the right time comes, I shall have to lecture boA 
Battista and the Substitute on the danger of any imprudeot 
talking," said Antonio; "in the meanwhile, I must writea 
Word of encouragement to the lad. I will do so this vcry 
day." 

"Thank you," said Lucy; and seeing that the Doctor was 
about to rise, she added, "I have not done yet, Doctor An- 
tonio; I want to know what was that far, far off place to 
which Battista went?" 

"Sydney," said the Doctor, "m ihe country ofTipodesf 
and he laughed outright. 
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"And of what complaint did Speranza's father die?'* 
"Of a complaint of which you never would remember the 
liard scientific name; one that prevents the stomach from 
assimilating any nutriment. As sufferers from this disease 
are always craving for food, and yet grow thinner every day, 
the good folks of these parts have settled it, that it is a beast 
or bird in their stomach that devours all they eat. Did not 
Speranza teil you as much?^' 

**She did, in fact; and, pray," continued Lucy, "what 
does 'going to the wood' mean? Speranza spoke of it so 
oftcn« 

'^ Almost all our parishes," explained Antonio, "possess 

some woods of their own, which are a great help to poor 

finnilies, who draw from them not only the fuel and fodder 

ftcy require for their use, but realize a little money, by sup- 

plying these two necessaries to their more affluent neigh- 

bours. This hard work of going to the wood devolves ex- 

dusively on women; it is, however, the only severe labour 

to which they are subjected, It is usual for the wives and 

jlaughters of poor peasants to start as early as one or two 

ta the moming for the wood, which is often a two or three 

kours' walk from where they live, so as to be back by ten 

<^dock, in time to prepare the family dinner, after eaming 

fivepence or sixpence— a pittance equal to the wages paid 

for a woman's whole day's out-of-door work. There are 

tome girls — and these are always pointed out with admira- 

tioQ — ^who manage to go to the wood twice a day. This, 

tnd the gathering of olives in the season, constitute the 

Chief occupation and resource of the women here ; and it is 

to tiie want of sleep, and excessive fatigue consequent on 

Qüs going to the wood, that I ascribe the fact of many of 

Qiem looking so worn and old before their time.'^ 

"And,** asked Lucy, "this Madonna of Lampedusa 
«nnded to in Battista's letter?'' 

"It is a sanctuary," answered Antonio, "held in high 
Generation, and much resorted to by our simple people on 
^cooont of an Image of our Lady enshrined there, and which. 
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as the Story goes, was miraculously brought to fhese shares 
from Lampedusa, a little Island to the south of Sidly. It is 
a place worth visiting: the chapel is built on a projecting 
rock, half-way up a steep mountain, and the view from it ic 
magnificent/* 

''I should like to see it/' said Lucy. 

^' Nothing easier, when you are able to go out; the dis* 
tance is not great, four hours would take you there. Several 
rooms are attached to the establishment for the accommodar 
tion of visitors and invalids, who are often sent to benefitbf 
the air, which has a reputation for particular salubrity.'' 

"Have you ever been there yourself?'* 

'^Many a time. It is only an hour's walk from Taggia— 
a curious small town about two miles Inland, three boun^ 
drive from this, and where I was yesterday. By the by, I 
made a sketch of it for you. Where is it now? I put it somfi- 
where — ahl here it is in my hat." 

"How well it is donel'* exclaimedLucy; "I was sureyos 
could draw, from the way you spoke of scenery. Whitt 
pretty place this Taggia mustbe, stretching so gracefuÜynp 
thesideofthehilll" 

"I am glad you admire it— the place, I mean, not tbe 
sketch. I hope to see you do it more justice yourself— sonM 
day. But I must go now, or I shall be too late to send off a 
letter to Battista. A revoir.^^ 

In Crossing the garden Antonio met Sir John, and stopped 
to teil him that the arm-chair he had planned would be rotdf 
in a few days, and that the person who was to make ithad 
pronounced that it would answer the purpose. Sir JobA 
reiterated his thanks, and then condescended to inquireafter 
the postboy — an inquiry always made when Sir John wisbed 
to be particuiarly civil to Doctor Antonio. Prospero was t 
sort of neutral ground, on which the belligerent powers tad 
in courteous truce. Prospero, said Antonio, had just crawM 
out of bed, but was as yet unfit for work in any shape. Wooli 
Doctor Antonio be so obliging, requested Sir John, as to ia^ ; 
form that unlucky person, that, in consideration of the good 
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fharacter given him by Doctor Antonio, he, Sir John, had 
made up his mind to take no further notice of the deplorable 
afi^r in which the postboy had played so conspicuous a 
part? Antonio did his best to acknowledge the compliment 
to himself couched in Sir John's words , and said how glad 
be was to be intrusted with so kind and cheering a message 
for his patient. Upon which the two gentlemen separated, 
mach satisfied with each other. 

In the evening Lucy gave her father an outline of poor 

Battista's story, telling of his present sad plight, and winding 

tq> with a demand of some money to help him. The demand 

was immediately acceded to, Sir John being really as generous 

>she was rieh; indeed, he seldom grudged money to any- 

body, least of all to this pet daughter. The grant of money 

«as not all that Lucy received from her excellent father — 

it came accompanied by a large amount of advice, the 

Cssence of which was, that she ought to make further in- 

^tigations into the man's real character in order to ascer- 

tlin that he deserved her kindness; fbr who knew, said 

Sir John, that he might not be one of those bloodthirsty 

l^publicans, never content but when in open deiiance of all 

hwftil authority, of whom they had heard so much when at 

Somel How on earth came Sir John, apropos of Battista, to 

Itart off upon the scent of Republicanisml The fault was 

Lucy's, who, in her hot haste to vindicate her new prot6g6, 

had ventured on dangerous ground, and stumbled against 

looie of the steel traps that beset her father's intellectual 

pramises« Some of his pretty Lucy's assertions hit the Com- 

mmdant of San Remo rather hard, and even seemed to 

llmoe at higher quarters. Sir John, knowing himself as 

t people do know themselves, thought himself a liberal- 

da man, and always open to conviction; but the truth 

that he could not hear any, the slightest animadversion 

upon any constituted order of Government, or in- 

Ited upon any Government officer, without bristling like a 

pofcapine, and setting up the whole array of fretful quills 

hat gnarded his understanding from the intrusion of novelty, 

D»ci0r AnloMt'o, 10 
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in any shape. His daughter's iimuendos starüed him the 
more, as he was unaccustomed to see her take any interest 
in poUtics^ and he began to think that the whole transaction 
smacked of disafTection. It was accordingly in a tone of 
voice a pitch higher than he was in the habit of using when 
speaking to his darling, that he wound up his discourse by 
sayingy '^ As to those absurd strictures on Government witfa 
which you have favoured me, my dear Lucy, let me teil yon, 
and you may teil Doctor Antonio, from whom, I suppose, 
you gleaned them, that a people in possession of a good 
municipal System, such as I see in action here, have no ose 
to blame but themselves, if such occasional grievances, as 
all communities are liable to, are not redressed in good 
time." 

This was one out of a little störe of favourite sentences 
which Sir John kept for effect, and delivered when in a vein 
of wisdom. What ground he had for believing that tbe 
municipal System at work in Bordighera was good, we are 
at a loss to discover, considering that he had taken no 
earthly pains to know anything about the matter, unless, 
indeed, he took it for granted that a System represented by 
such joUy-looking fellows as the mayor, and some of the 
councilmen, whom he knew by sight, could be nothing eise 
than wholesome. 

Lucy had winced several times during the evening's con- 
versation; she, however, remained, after the last speedi» 
humbly silent, a better means perhaps of allaying the 
irritable susceptibility of her father's feelings, than anf 
answer, even in the soft, low voice she possessed. Neither 
did she think it necessary to repeat to Doctor Antonio asy 
of Sir John's last evening's harangue, when he came, brisk 
and cheerful, the next moming, to give her the news she 
was longing for,. that the man he had spoken of was foundf 
and for fourteen hundred francs had agreed to go in tbe 
place of Battista, and was positively to set out the foUowing 
day for Genoa. Lucy's eyes said many more pleasant and 
grateful things than her words, as she gave into his band 
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the money, which they decided should be sent to the British 
Consul at Genoa« They were both very happy, talking over 
the happiness they were preparing for others, and even Sir 
John might be satisfied for that day: the Government, in- 
deed all Govemments and municipal Systems , were merci- 
fiilly forgotten. 



CHAPTER X. 

In the Balcony. 

The easy-chair of Antonio's devising at length arrived, 
and was duly tried by Sir John, who pronounced it to be the 
paragon of easy-chairs. Sundry other minor preparations 
connected with the event in Kontemplation, and among which 
figured a huge box of drawing materials, supplied from Nice, 
being completed, on the first day of May about noon, Doctor 
Antonio entered Miss Davenne's room, and said, ''Prepare 
yourself for a great surprise/' 

''What can that be?'' asked Lucy; then looking up at 
him, she seemed to read his face, for her colour rose, and 
ahc Said, "Am I to get up?'' 

^Brava!** shouted Antonio, "guessed right at first. La 
Vngua btUie dove ü dente duole, Yes, you are to get up, but 
on condition of submitting to a quantity of tiresome wam- 
ings, directions, and restrictions. You are not allowed to 
«alk, not so much as to put your foot on the ground; it 
lequires another fortnight of absolute repose. You only get 
«p to lie down quietly on that long chair that Rosa and 
Speranza are bringing in, and are expressly requested to 
gi?e yourself up passively to them, and to Miss Hutchins, 
vho will dress yotu You are not disappointed after all?" 
he asked anxiously^ as he marked the bloom in the fair 
cheek die away, and the corners of the expressive mouth 
begin to droop. "I wish that I could let you do more, but I 
iure not." 

Lucy must have had a harder heart than she had, could 
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she have been proof against the eamest and feefing ton« 
and look of the Italian. The little doud of annoyance melted 
into a sunny smile, — "I am very ongratcful,'' she said, **£<»• 
give me;" and she held out her hand to him — such a chann- 
ing little hand, that he feit a terrible mdmation to Idss it; 
he contented himself, however, with holdmg it for a second 
within his own. An hour after, Sir John giving a helping 
hand in great glee, Lucy was wheeled through the glass- 
door of the lobby to the balcony we have so often mentioned 
in this our true story, where an awning had been put up to 
protect her from the sun. 

<<How beautifuU how passing beautifull'^ ezclaimed the 
girl, her eyes dilating as she looked around. '^How conld 
you ever fear, or for a moment think," tuming to the Doctof) 
''that my fancy could go beyond such reality as thisf No 
fancy, not even a poef s, could conjure up, in wildest day- 
dream, this wondrous beauty." 

"Truth to say/' he answered, **I was only a very little 
afraid of your being disappointed. Sicilian as I am, and an 
enthusiast also in my admiration of my native Island, yeti 
own that the scene before us is second to none of the xnost 
celebrated in Sicily." 

''What an Eastem look those waving palms give thebiU 
of Bordighera ! One might believe one's-self in Asia Minor,'' 
said Lucy. 

It was indeed a beauteous scene. In front lay the im* 
mensity of sea, smooth as glass, and rieh with all the hues 
of a dove's neck, the bright green, the dark purple, the soft 
ultramarine, the deep blue of a blade of bumished steel,^ 
there glancing in the sun like diamonds, here rippling into 
a lace-like net of snowy foam. In strong relief against this 
bright background, Stands a group of red-capped, red-belted 
fishermen, drawing their nets to the shore, and accompany* 
ing each pull with a plaintive bürden, that the echo of the 
mountain sends softened back. On the right, to the west- 
ward, the silvery track of the road undulating amid thinly 
scattered houses, or Clusters of orange and palm trees, leads | 
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the eye to the promontory of Bordighera^ a huge emerald 

mound which shuts out the horizon, much in the shape of a 

leviathan couchant, his broad muzzle buried in the waters. 

Here you have in a small compass, refreshing to behold, 

every shade of green that can gladden the eye, from the 

pale grey olive to the dark foliaged cypress, of which one, 

ever and anon, an isolated sentinel, shoots forth high above 

the rest* Turfs of feathery palms, their heads tipped by the 

sun, the lower part in shade, spread their broad branches, 

like warriors' crests on the top, where the slender sühouette 

of the towering church spire cuts sharply against the spot- 

less sky. 

The coast to the east recedes inland with a graceful curve, 
tben with a gentle bend to the south is lost by degrees in 
the &r, far sea. Three headlands arise from Üiis crescent, 
which so lovingly receives to its embrace a wide expanse of 
the weary waters; three headlands of differing aspect and 
colour, lying one behind the other. The nearest is a bare 
red rock, so fiery in the sun the eye dares scarcely fix on it; 
the second, richly wooded, wears on its loftiest ridge a long 
hamlet, like to a mural crown; the third looks a mere blue 
mist in the distance, save one white speck. Two bright 
sails are rounding this last cape. The whole, flooded as it 
is with light, except where some projecting crag casts its 
tiansparent grey shadow, is seen again reversed, and in 
Qore £aint loveliness, in the watery mirror below. Earth, 
loa, and sky mingle their different tones, and from their 
varieties, as from the notes of a rieh, füll chord, rises one 
gieat harmony. Golden atoms are üoating in the trans- 
lacent air, and a halo of mother-of-pearl colour hangs over 
the Sharp outlines of the mountains. 

''There is ample food for your pencil,'' said Antonio. 
''A fortnight hence, when you have become intimately 
acquainted with, and so to say, made your own the various 
beauties you are now viewing with such restless eyes, you 
vül enjoy them to the full.^' 
''But I do so already, I assure you,'' affirmed Lucy. 
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'^But will do SO better in a little while/' persistedAntom<h 
*<The perception of the beautiful is gradual^ and not a light^ 
ning revelation; it requires not only time, but some study* 
It is with a landscape such as this as with a piece of nrasic, 
say a symphony. Many a beauty of detail we can make ont 
on a first hearing, but the connecting links between the 
various passages, their reference to each other, and to tbe 
whole, what, in short, constitutes the ensemble of the pe^ 
formance, does not seize upon us tili after we have heard it 
repeatedly and attentively.*' 

"I daresay you are right," said Lucy, who generaDjr 
thought Antonio right. "I wonder," she went on, "wlqr 
anything Eastern-Iooking always takes such a hold on one's 
fancy. I cannot take my eyes from those palm-trees, tbejr 
make me think of Crusades and knights all mixed up with 
Scripture stories.'* 

^^ Fancy borrows much from memory/' said Antonio; 
^'and so looks back to the past. Stories first heard standisg 
at a mother's knee, are never whoUy forgotten, — a little 
spring that never quite dries up in our joumey through 
scorching years." 

**I love this Bordigheral" said Lucy, after a little pausCi 

"Beautiful as it is," remarked Antonio, "it robs youofa 
most extensive and magnificent view of the coast of France.** 

"Ido not regret it at all," answered Lucy; "a wide-sprcad 
landscape puzzles my attention, and then I never can keep 
my eye from straining to the horizon. The sea and the 
heavens are the only large Spaces one realiy enjoys." 

**Very true," said Antonio; "you have the soul of ^ 
artist." 

"I wish it were so," said Lucy, slightly colouring. 

"Now for my duty of Cicerone," said the Doctor, good- 
humouredly. "You see that small village at the foot of the 
craggy mountain, it is called Spedaletti, and £^ves its name 
to the gulf." 

^' What an odd name, Spedaletti! it means Uttle hospitals» 
does it not?" 
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•*Ycs. A friend of mine, who prides himself on being 

lomewhat of an antiquarian, pretends to have ascertained 

he origin of the name. He says, that a ship belonging to 

the Kiiights of Rhodes, (some of those you werc thinking of 

just now,) while on a cruise in the Mediterranean, I forget 

the Century^ landed some men sick of the plague here, where 

harracks were erected for their reception; and these same 

buildings, according to my friend, served as the first nucleus 

of the present village, which he avers has naturally retained 

the name of their first destination. To give some weight to 

my iriend's opinion, there are at a httle distance the ruins 

of a chapel called the ^Ruota/ which may or may not be a 

comiption of Rodi (Rhodes.)" 

'*And are there still hospitals there f Lucy inquired. 

**No; Spedaletti in the present day is exclusively in- 

lutbited by the healthy families of very industrious fisher- 

men, who never want for occupation. Nature, which made 

this bay so lovely, made it equally safe and trustworthy. 

Sheltered on the west by the Cape of Bordighera, and on the 

eäst by those three headlands, let the sea be ever so high 

^thout, within it is comparatively calm, and the fishermen 

of Spedaletti are out in all weathers.'* 

"And what is the name of that village perched so boldly 
onthe brow of the second mountain, just above Spedaletti? 
Has that a story also?" 

''It is appropriately called La Colla (the hill). I doubt 
whether you will think it interesting to know, of course I do, 
that while the cholera was raging fearfuUy at San Remo, 
which lies at the foot of the other side of the mountain, not 
one case was heard of at La Colla.'' 

"Such a thing must have appeared very like a miracle to 
the inhabitants/' observed Lucy. 

"That there was plenty of nonsense talked on the sub- 
jcct, I have not the least doubt. The extremely elevated 
Situation of La Colla accounts very well for its escape. But 
a more striking and really inexplicable fact is, that the fatal 
scourge did not get round that second cape, the Cape of 
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San RemOy but leaped at once to Nice, sparing all the inter- 
mediate tract of country. — Confess/' pursued Antonio, smil- 
ingy '^that La Colla seems very matter of fact to you in com" 
parison with Spedaletti. Knights and the plague take 
precedence, do they not, of the cholera and doctorsf 

"I will answer you," said Lucy, "in the Irish fEishion, by 
asking another question. Is that white speck gleaming ont 
so brightly on that far away promontory, a convent?'^ 

"That is another sanctuary, the Madonna della GuarOat 
a would-be rival of that of Lampedusa, but beaten hollow 
by the latter." 

"Are all sanctuaries then dedicated to the Madonnaf* 

"Almost all. The Madonna is the gresit passion of our 
people. To me, I openly avow, there is something extremelf 
touching in this, call it superstition if you like, which deifies 
woman, and makes of her the Channel through which com* 
passion and mercy from on high flow to suöering mortab 
here below. It is the highest compliment paid to your better 
nature." 

"Do you truly think that women are better thanmen?'' 

"My instinctive feeling is that they are," replied Antonio; 
"but, to speak candidly, I cannot boast of sufficient ex« 
perience of women, or indeed of men, to be able to decide 
the point ex cathedra, This I do know, that of all my fellow- 
creatures with whom it has yet been my lot to come in dose 
contact, the one I have found far superior to all, is a woman.^ 

Why such a Statement, calculated one would have thought 
to please her woman's pride, should have chilled Lucy, and 
made her silent, we do not pretend to guess. Sure it is that 
it did so, and that she sat, long after the Doctor was gone, 
tmmindful of sea or landscape, of books or pencil, lost in 
what seemed a melancholy reverie. Poor little Lucy! she 
was Startled from her thoughts by Sir John Coming to her 
with a letter in bis band. It was from Aubrey, to say that 
he had been obliged to postpone bis departure on account 
of regimental business, and that he knew not, under the cir- 
cumstances^ when he should be able to get away, not for 
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)ur monthSy certainly, but that he would write again to let 
is father know. Lucy bore this piece of news very philo- 
iophically. 

'^ After all, papa, it is only four months, and one comfort 
IS, we need not be in such a hurry to leave this.'' 

"Well," replied Sir John, "as it turns out, perhaps we 
may call this delay lucky;— yes, after all, this news takes a 
weight off my mind; — it would have been a dreary welcome 
for my boy to find none but servants in his home. We can 
travel slowly, and stop a short time in Paris" — 

"Oh, papa!" said Lucy, "I do not care abit about Paris; 
let US stay in this beautiful Italy as long as we can." 

"But, my dear," replied rather fretfully the Baronet, who 
did not like so many scotches put to his plans, "I wish you 
to know something of Paris, it is right and proper. We went 
dumigh it so hurhedly last year, and you were so ill at the 
time, that you could scarcely form an idea of it." And after 
t Üttle inward cogitation, as if discussing some point with 
Umseif, he added, "Though vastly inferior to London, still 
Hns is a place to spend a few weeks in rather agreeably; 
there are some things worth seeing in Paris; the damps 
Clys^es, for instance, although not to be compared to Hyde 
Park"— 

But this first of May was destined to be a red letter day 
With Sir John, the result of whose summing up of the com- 
t^arative merits of the two great citieswas never made public, 
bi ccmsequence of an Interruption from his man John, who 
tanoonced that there was a man below who wanted to see 
Sir John. Where did he come from? The man had mentioned 
Doctor Antonio's name, and John thought he looked like a 
bofse-dealer. "A horse-dealer!" cried the Baronet; and he 
tan down the steps with an alacrity that would have done 
honour to more juvenile legs than his were. 

Any one in Sir John's predicament, any one, we mean, 
«Hio, being accustomed to a daily ride, had been cut off from 
his £&vourite exercise for nearly a month, will easily under- 
itand how the very mention of a horse-dealer sounded as 
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welcome in Sir John's ears as the nishing of water in the 
ears of a thirsty wayfarer. He had had two horses sent him 
successively from Nice, the first of which was soon dis- 
covered to be lame, the second so vicious as to be perfecdy 
unmanageable; and the upshot was, that he had givenup 
riding in despair. 

The man tumed out to be really a horse-dealer on his 
way to Genoa with horses for sale, first-rate animals, hetUe 
magnifichey as he said. The conversation was kept up in a 
sort of lingua Franca, by which, however, Babel-iik<^ the 
principals managed to understand one another. Of course, 
it was '*il Dottore^' who had said the ^^Signor Milordo 
Inglese^' would Hke to see the horses; they were at so short a 
distance that ''Sua Eccellenza" could almost see the stables; 
and the cunning fellow stood on his toes, and pointed some- 
where or nowhere. However, he carried away Sir John in 
triumph, accompanied by John, who passed with his master 
forbeingathoroughconnoisseurin horseflesh; and inacouple 
of hours after, to Lucy's utter astonishment and delight, her 
father made his re-appearance under her balcony, mounted 
on a square-made, handsome-looking bay cob, warranted 
quiet as a lamb, which he properly was, as he numbered a 
good third more of years than the dealer had swom to. 

"I hope he realiy is quiet," cried out Lucy, rather 
alarmed at her father's gay manoeuvring. 

"A baby might ride him," answered Sir John, who 
had for a year or two feit the necessity of avoiding caracol- 
ing spirited steeds. "See what a mouth he has, Lucy, he 
obeys the least touch;" and suiting the action to the word, 
the enchanted Baronet tumed and retumed the cob, tili 
Lucy called out "Papa, papa, you will make yourself and 
the poor beast quite giddy." 

While this was going on, a lad in a post-boy's jacket and 
hat in band came stealthily through the little garden gate^ 
and after a moment's hesitation, went up to Sir John, who 
immediately reined in his steed. This was Prospero, who, 
in his humble way, was about to contribute his mite towards 



IN THE BALCONY. 155 

tlie Baronet^s gratification on this memorable day. Though 
Prospero's heartfelt thanks were delivered in a Jargon which 
had no meaning for Sir John's ears, there was that in the 
poor lad's voice and look which conveyed to the English 
gentleroan's mind as clear a perception of what the Itaiian 
Said and meant, as if he had spoken Engiish hke John. The 
pale coimtenance and emaciated form were an emphatic 
accompaniment to his simple eloquence. Sir John was 
moved, and to hide that he was moved, he immediately 
be£^an in a blustering tone to read the boy a lecture on the 
duties of post-boys to travellers in general, and to travellers 
of a certain sort in particular. This harangue being denuded 
of all that expressive pantomime of look and gesture, which 
would have made patent to any understanding the lad's ad- 
dress, feil heavily on the uncomprehending ears of Prospero, 
who^ twirling his hat, and with eyes fixed to the ground, 
looked very like the criminal Sir John was carefuUy describ- 
rng him to be. 

In this crisis, just when the Baronet, still on the back of 
his cob) was beginning to be puzzled how to conclude the 
scene with dignity, his eye lighted on Doctor Antonio, who 
had walked up to the Osteria to see the purchase, of which 
by this time all the parish had heard. "My dear Doctor," 
cried out Sir John in a hearty voice, *'I am very glad to see 
you; I am under infinite obHgations to you." Doctor An- 
tonio to be caUed "my dear Doctor,'^ in that bluff, sincere 
way by Sir John Davenne! It was the first time, so no 
wonder Antonio pondered on the words. He begged Sir 
John not to talk of obHgations, and congratulated him 
warmly on the lucky chance that had secured him such a 
Capital beast. John came up at this point, and announced 
to his master that the stable wherein he used to keep the 
fonner two horses, for some reason or other, could not be 
had for a week, at least,— an intelligence which marred not 
a Httle the good old gentleman's satisfaction. Seeing 
wlüchy the kind Doctor took the repentant-looking Prospero 
aside, apd after a minute's parley with him, tumed to the 
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Baronet and said, that at the house where the lad lived, 
there was a tolerably good stable, and that, perhaps, it 
would be a convenience to Sir John^ and most certainly an 
act of charity on bis part, to intrust the care of the horse to 
Prospero, who, when able to resume bis duty as post-boy, 
had a younger brother to act as groom m bis place. TIm 
Baronet caught at once at the proposal, and Prospero, not 
a little elated at this piece of good fortune, helped to dis- 
mount bis new '^Signor Padrone/' who deUvered the cob to 
bis care, with special directions to be every moming by 
seven o'clock at the Osteria, to receive daily Orders. 

Lucy, who from the balcony could hear and see all that 
was passing below, had followed all the incidents of this 
little episode with an intensity of interest, which, to an in* 
different observer, could not but have appeared unwarranted 
by the occasion; and when Sir John had called Antonio 
'^my dear Doctor/' a flush of complacency had overspread 
her white cheek, and her smile had become sweeter and 
sweeter. After all, it was but natural, that, kind-hearted 
as she was, the better understanding which was evidently 
growing up between her father and her doctor should give 
her pleasure. 

^'How kind of you!'^ said Lucy to Antonio, as he went 
up to her, and took a seat by her side. 

''Kind! how do you mean?" asked Antonio, bis eye- 
brows bristling up like a hedgehog who puts himself on the 
defensive. 

"To think about the horse," explained Lucy. 

"Hai ha! ha!" and the Italian forthwith opened his 
safety-valve against chargesof kindness, that is, — he laughed 
his own pecuhar laugh, a clear, merry laugh, with something 
still in it of boyhood's ring. "But suppose I have not been 
thinking about it, what then?" 

Lucy's eyes looked incredulous. 

"When some time ago you expressed a wish that your 
father could have a horse, I mentioned the subject in a lettcr 
I was writing at the moment, and then, I am airaid, I forgot 
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all about the matter; so you see, you have only to be grate- 
ful to a lucky Chance/^ 

**And did this easy-chair and awning for a foolish girl, 
who showed her gratitude by being cross and impatient^ 
come herc by chance too?'^ 

'^There again,^' said Antonio , throwing back bis head 
with a movement usual with him when annoyed, *'as if such 
common courtesies were worth making a fuss about. At 
this rate, if I sneeze, and a neighbour says, ^God bless you/ 
I am bound to him for üfe." 

Lucy could not help laughing at the oddity of the illustra- 
tion, and asked, '^May I, without giving offence, express my 
admiration of the beautiful workmanship of this chair, and 
of the bright yellow wood of which it is made?^' 

**Yes, you may/' replied Antonio ^ smiling; "it always 
does me good to hear the people or things of this country 
praised. The chair is of olive wood, and is the work of a 
very clever fellow. If we ever go to Taggia together, I will 
show you pieces of fumiture of the same wood, and by the 
same band, that I daresay would not be out of place even in 
Davenne Hall/^ 

"Such a clever workman/' said Lucy, "ought to go to 
London, he would be sure of making a fortune there.'' 

**Very likely,'' answered Antonio, "but he does not 
seem to feel the necessity of making one. The people of 
the Riviera are extremely attached to their birthplace, and 
stick to their homes and quiet habits , seldom going abroad 
ttnless compelled by want. Besides, our chairmaker is some- 
thing more than a skilful workroan, he is an artist.'^ 

**I can understand any one being reluctant to leave this,'' 
said Lucy, "much more any one with an artist's eye and 
feelings. Where could he find a nature like this?'' and her 
own eyes gleamed with deep rapture. Antonio was watch- 
ing her; for all ans wer he said, "The open air has done you 
good already, you look more— lively than this morning." 

**Do If I feel so well and happy; and it is said, you 
Iddow, that happiness does a great deal for one's looks." 
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Antonio threw up those black eyes of his into Lucy'B löft 
blue onesy but made no remark. The look and the sitence 
embarrassed Lucy, she knew not why, bat she fett as if 
called upon for some explanation, which rather disappointed 
Antonio when it came. 

**My brother cannot be home for four months, and so 
now papa will not fret about our staying here; and Ütenl 
am so glad about the horse, and that I am able to sitheit 
and enjoy this beautifol view. Have I not a rigfat to M 
happy?" 

<'To be sure/' said Antonio, rather gravely, andstroldiig 
his beard/^to be sure/' What had he missed in the ennmerar' 
tion of Lucy's causes of happiness? 

A Short pause ensued, during which Doctor and patieat 
seemed anything but at their ease. "By the by/' said the 
Italian, rousing himself, ^^I have not seen your diawing; «i& 
you show it me?^' 

^4t is all in a mess/^ said Lucy, with a little blush. ^^ 
can make nothing of it; I am ashamed of myselt, anduttdy 
disheartened.'' 

"I guess how it has been," replied Antonio; "you luw« 
been too greedy. Shall I give you a little advice? Yousec 
that half-ruined tower, shaded by palm-trees, on the Cape 
of Bordighera? — try that first, or that piece of wall with its 
drapery of bitter sweet, Standing forward so well frömthfi 
background of dark blue sea. Do not bewilder yourseÜ 
with too many objects at once; and, take my word for it, it 
will not be long before you master strong foregrounds and 
soft distances. But beware of ambition/' 

"*Vaulting ambition, which o'erleaps itself and felis/* 
said Lucy, laughing. 

**That is from your Shakespeare,'' said Antonio. "I thiri 
all English people know him by heart. I never met one 
your countrymen or women, however Ignorant in othc 
respects, who did not some time or other give out alisi 
from Shakespeare. What a man he must have been, wh( 
could thus embody, and 'give a local habitation and 1 
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name' to the feelings of a whole nation for centuries to 
come!*' 

" You seem as much at home with Shakespeare as with 
your own poets/' said Lucy. 

^^He is one of my poets. Shakespeare is not the poet of 
any age or country^ but of mankind. He, like the sun, 
spreads light and warmth over the whole world of mtel- 
ligence. — Can you draw figures?" went on the Doctor, point- 
ing to the beach. ^'What a group those fishermen would 
make, with that woman on the donkey stopping to speak to 
theml'' 

'^But I cannot draw figures the least bit in the world/' 
Said Lucy, in a despairing voice. 

"WeU, you can leam. Figures are so picturesque in 
Italy, it is almost a matter of duty to copy them.'' 

^* Yes, but one must know how. I am sure I have not an 
idea how to begin, whether with the hat or the shoes; and 
who is there here to teach me?" 

**If you really wish for a master, I will find you one." 

**Can you, indeed? then I do wish it." 

"I will introduce you to a master to-morrow. You have 
often said that you would like to read Dante^s poem with 
some one who could explain and annotate upon it; now, if 
you continue in that mind, I know of a fit person." 

** You seem to have the gfift of finding everything I want 
or wish for," said Lucy, tuming a pair of grateful eyes 
to him. 

^You were so uncomplaining in your Submission to my 
severe Orders," answered Antonio, ''that I feel bound, now 
that you are able to leave your bed, to give you the benefit 
of all that our neighbourhood affords, to amuse you; and I 
assture you we have more resources than at first might be 
fhought possible. Among all dasses in this country there 
exists a singular aptitude to leam, and much natural taste. 
For instance, we have a tolerably good band of musicians, 
möst of them self-taught, and an excellent Organist, who 
never had any master but himself." 
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^Wonderfbl!" said Laqr; ''and are they as good as 6n| 
arc clever?" 

'^To saythe least, they have many good points/* retuned 
Antonio; "they are sober, independent, and wann-hearted; 
there is a nati^-e mildness in their blood; and when thef 
quarrel— for where is it tfaat men are always at peace widi 
one another? — the qnarrel rarely ends in blows. Yen look 
as if you scarcely believed me.** 

Lucy's colour rose, for she feit what Antonio was sayiog 
to be the very reverse of the cfaaracter she was in the habit 
of hearing ascribed to Italians. 

"Forget preconceived notions, orrather/' condnuedAft- 
tonio, ^'remember aU, and compare hearsay evidence wiA 
what comes under your own Observation. Facts are stubbon 
things, Miss Davenne, and Observation of £acts inll sbow 
you that amongst us there is scarcely an example of wives 
and daughters bearing the marks of the bnitality of tliev 
husbands and fathers; that drunkenness is a very rare tbiog 
and so is crime; that there are whole provinces — that of Stil 
Remo is one— in which no murder has been committed witbin 
the memory of man. Property is so divided, that the two 
extremes of great riches and g^eat poverty are ahnest tm* 
known, and so, fortunately, are most of the evils arising oal 
of them, — beggary for instance. I am not speaking of the 
great towns of course, but of the country districts, in whid 
nearly every man owns his little bit of land, which he cul* 
tivates as well as he can. The small proprietor who hu 
time to spare, hires his Services to the neighbour, who, pos* 
sessing more land, requires more hands, but both employei 
and employed deal and converse with each other on a foot 
ing of perfect equality. The hired labourer no more coo 
siders himself the inferior of his employer because he take 
money from him, than the employer thinks himself UM 
labourer's surperior for paying it." 

"You are describing a real Arcadia," said Lucy, 

"I wish it were so," continued Antonio, shaking his 
head; "but there are deep shades to the picture. The bane 
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All action of despotism makes itself feit here as every where 
dse in Italy. The State of utter ignorance in which the 
populations I am speaking of are left by a Government 
lystematically hostile to all sorts of instruction — the worship 
^tbe dead letter in lieu of the spirit that vivifies, in which 
Ihey are nursed and kept by their priests— the habit of dis- 
sembling grievances, for which there is no possible redress, 
lad which it would be dangerous to resent;— all these dele- 
(erious influences combine to keep the Standard of morality 
rather low. The man who would not for the world eat a 
morsel of meat on Friday, or miss hearing mass on a saint's 
day, will not scruple to cheat his master of an hour's work, 
or to say the thing that is not, to obtain an abatement in the 
itnt he pays to his landlord.'^ 

■ "That is too bad/' said Lucy; "and do the priests know 
of such doings, and not try to prevent or put a stop to 
tkemt» 

"Ccrtainly they do not use their authority to the extent 
necessary to eure the evil. They fear to lose their influence 
tf they deal, I will not say severely, but firmly with their 
flock. There seems to be a tacit agreement between sheep 
«ad shepherds. Give us every thing in point of form, say 
fto latter. We will, answer the former, but on condition 
4at you do not exact too much in point of substance. Thus 
fte letter kills the spirit. Provided the churches be well 
ittended, the confessionals besieged, the alms plentiful, the 
communion tickets numerous, our Reverendi seem to care 
litÜe whether morality remains stationary or even slides 
hckwards. The Cur6, who is in many respects what I be- 
fcve you call vicar in England, preaches from the pulpit 
^t lying is a sinful habit, and that a hired labourer owes a 
hat day's work for a fair day's wages, but to little purpose. 
And why is there no amendment? Because the confessors 
^ not practically support what is preached; they are too 
knient, and dare not, textually dare not, refuse absolution 
j^ those of their penitents who are in a State of backsliding. 
Miey dare not, because they say, ^we do not choose to lose 

Doctor Antonio, 1 1 
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our penitcnts/ and such to a certainty would be the call 
were they to show a proper dcgree of severity. The aii 
and ambition of confessors, you must understand, is tohav 
a great number of penitents, and they vie with each othc 
who shall be most run after. The country folks know ihi 
weakness and profit by it It has happened to me mort 
than once to hear it said, *If my confessor will not giw 
me absolution, I shall go to such and such a one wlx 
has "larger sleeves/" meaning by that, who is more i» 
dulgent." 

"These are, indeed, ugly shades to your pretty pictuze^* 
sighed Lucy. 

"Very ugly/' echoed Antonio. "The great businessd 
our Reverendi—there are, of course, many honourable 9^ 
ceptions — is the embeUishmentoftheirrespectivechurchesj 
and for this purpose they take advantage of the taste foi 
the beautiful, which is innate in our people. Offeringsoi 
contributions flow in plentifully for the purchase of ane« 
Organ, a set of silver lamps, for pictures, for the adommeDl 
of the shrine of the Madonna. At the same time the towB 
is dirty, not lighted at night, the pavement all holes, the 
roads are detestable, and bridges absent where bridges arc 
most needed. But what does it matter so long as the churdi 
looks splendid, and outshines this or that church in Um 
neighbourhood ? " 

"And how do you fare with these Reverendi, as you cal 
them?" asked Lucy. 

"Why, so so, they are not over friendly to me, Ibe 
lieve, the Cur6 especially, who cannot forgive my regularl] 
refusing the ticket that he as regularly sends me ever] 
Easter." 

"What is it for?" 

"A most vexatious botheration. AtEaster, theCur^ tak< 
upon themselves to send to every one of their parishioner 
what is called a communion ticket, and they require o 
every person, after communicating, to leave this ticket ii 
the vestry as a proof of having done so. You can conceivi 
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that this species of coercion is very humiliating, — at least I 
feel it so. Very willing as I am to fulfil my religious duties, 
still I choose to do so freely^ and like a man who judges for 
himself, not like a boy^ on compulsion. So I always send 
back the ticket." 

"And the Cur6 is angry with you," said Lucy, with a little 
grave face. 

"Yes, but he keeps his anger to himself. He and his 
rcverend brethren give me credit for being a tolerable 
physician — as good, at least, as can be hoped for here- 
abouts; but it is not their confidence in my medical skill 
alone that keeps them civil to me. Public opinion runs high 
in my favour, and even here, and in spite of all, public 
opinion has its weight. And then my beard,'^ continued 
Antonio, stroking it playfully; 'Ms not that one of the 
strongest possible proofs of my favour with our three-tailed 
Pacha, the Commandant of San Remo?" 

"How so?'^ asked Lucy. 

^It may seem stränge, but nevertheless it is true, Miss 
Davenne, that one of the strictest duties, as well as one of 
the most agreeable sports of Commandants, is to suffer no 
chin to be unshom ; and mine , I believe, is the only one in 
all the Riviera which can boast of anything like a beard on 
it. The truth is, when I first came to San Remo, I was so 
occupied by day and night, that I literally lacked the time 
to shave. This reason I pleaded to our Gessler, who ac- 
cepted it, and little by little, and by dint of habit, my beard 
came to be tolerated.^^ 

"You seem to care very much about your beard," ob- 
served Miss Davenne, smiling at Antonio's grave way of 
speaking about it 

^I confess I rather do," he answered, smiling also. 
*' Without speaking of the time it saves, and other disagree- 
ables, I think that since Nature, who does nothing without 
a purpose, bestowed a beard on man, she meant it as orna- 
mental er useful. Altogether, it seems to me that every 
man, but an Italian in particular^ with bis olive complexion, 

II» 
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looks better with than without a beard. You are laughing 
at me, but teil me which do you prefer, which looks best, 
one of Vandyck's heads with its beard , or a modern dos^ 
shaven portrait? I suspect the advantage lies with the 
former.'' 

" Yes,'* Said Lucy, with a little blush, and a little hesita- 
tion, as her own remark to her father on first seeing Doctor 
Antonio started to her memory, '^when living men are like 
Vandyck portraits." 

"No reservations," cried Antonio, "or I shall thinkyou 
share in the prejudice I have heard exists in England agsünst 
beards.*' 

"Oh no, I don'tl'* said Lucy; "but most English people 
dislike them.*' 

<^Well, let them shave, there's no accounting fortastes»'' 
observed Antonio, with an air of resignation. 

^'You promised once to teil me what made you such a 
favourite with this Commandant. By the by, does he com- 
mand all the Riviera?" 

"No such thing. Every province of this kingdom wean 
a like jewel on its head." 

"And in what originated your favour with this one?" 

"In a most absurd notion of his. I have often told yott 
that, when I came to San Remo, the cholera was at its 
height. I found the Commandant panic-stricken, and laboa^ 
ing under a fixed idea that he must take the disease. I saw 
at once the necessity of setting his Imagination to work tbe 
contrary way, so I gave him a small phial of camphorated 
vinegar, with directions to smell it a certain number of 
times a day, assuring him that it was an infallible specific 
against cholera. And he believes it to this day,^^ went on 
Antonio, with a hearty laugh. **The phial is now empty, 
and should the cholera re-appear, he knows of no one to 
whom he could apply for a fresh supply of this wonderftd 
antidote but myself; so he is very civil to me, and — to my 
beard." 
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' Lucy enjoyed the joke, and laughed so heartily that An- 
tonio joined her tili the tears stood in his eyes. 



CHAPTER XL 

The Z5th of May 1840. 

A FORTNIGHT has slipped away, during which Lucy's 
iwalth and other matters have been steadily progressing at 
theOsteria; new habits have been formed, new occupations 
ind pursuits entered upon — in short, every consecutive 
iay has brought to our little colony its fresh supply of 
pieasurable excitement, and increased good-will. 

The weather, to begin with^ has been splendid, and Sir 
[ohn has not once missed his moming ride, and is en- 
Aanted with Buffy, (thus Lucy had christened the plump 
»ycob,) whose temper andpaces, Sir John declares, im- 
3rove wonderfully with every ride; — an assertion to which 
i» Count, who is now a daily visitor to the Osteria, nods 
inthusiastic assent, observing that really his English friend 
las had the animal for nothing. By what mysterious pro- 
%ss these two gentlemen understand one another, consider- 
^ that the stock of spoken signs they have in common, is 
imited to a score or so of French words on either side, is a 
natter of wonder to everybody, most of all, perhaps, to 
liemselves. But that they do understand one another, is a 
act beyond dispute, inasmuch as Sir John professes himself 
lighly indebted to his noble friend , for the primary idea of 
i project, which engrosses most of Sir John's time and 
boaghtSj and in the realization of which he is greatly as- 
isted by the Count and Doctor Antonio. The project is 
other than to make a collection of the finest young 
ränge and palm plants to be found in the neighbourhood, 
id transplant them to the seigneurial seat of all the Da- 
ames. "Yes, I shall build an orangery,'* says Sir John, 
bat that's nothing, I shall build a palmary; Lucy, a pal- 
ziyl" and exultant Sir John rubs his hands* *'You see> 
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my dear^ I shall not only create the thing, but the very same 
of it." The Baronet follows up his scheme with onabated 
ardour; is in communication with all the owners of palm- 
trees in Bordighera — Bordighera that Stands unrivalled for 
palm-trees ; rides over to San Remo, where the orange-trecs 
are said to have distanced all competitors; is for everie- 
ceiving, and, with Lucy acting as a secretary, answeriog 
letters connected with his plan, — in short, Sir John gallops 
both cob and hobby-horse to his heart's content, and to ti»t 
of all about him. 

Apost-diem celebration ofMissDavenne's twentiethbirdi- 
day, which, as you remember, she had actually spent in her 
bed, has been the grand event of the fortnight. Wondcrfiü 
the doings, and great the bustle at the Osteria, which isb^ 
ginning to forget its ugliness, and to fancy, like many oAer 
piain old things, that very fine feathers make very fins 
birds ; and it cannot be denied that Sir John has done bis 
best about the new plumage. Ay, a dinner — hybrid, pe^ 
haps, between a public and private entertainment, and for 
which Sir John managed to send out printed cards of invitt- 
tion — has been given to the Count, and some other notables, 
among whom figured Doctor Antonio , the Mayor, several 
Councilmen, the Justice of Peace of Bordighera; and in the 
evening minor luminaries, one of them Lucy's drawing- 
master. The dinner was on a splendid scale, the late Bishop : 
of Albenga's cook surpassed himself; John could only proTC 
equal to himself. Sir John did the honours the more chann- 
ingly that he did not do them in State, but in an incog, tin- 
pretending way, as one may suppose other magpuates do, 
when they drop their crowns and make believe to be only 
Counts or Countesses. Probably, Sir John feit as he was 
accustomed to do, when presiding at the annual dinner he 
gave his tenants at Davenne. 

In Italy, as elsewhere, toasts are a prevalent fasAion, bat 
Speeches of dubious eloquence are superseded by the ratde 
of glass touching glass in general sympathetic clatter. The 
'"^unt proposed a bumper to the health of their distinguished 1^ 
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hosti and of lüs accomplished daughter, and the sentiment 

was drunk with universal enthusiasm. The Mayor, two Coun- 

dlmen, and the Justice of Peace followed in the same track, 

showing much ingenuity in devising variations on the same 

theme. Sir John feit himself called upon to retum thanks 

for himself and his daughter^ which he did in a rather lengthy 

tpeech; and Doctor Antonio, aftertransmitting to theguests in 

Ibdian theBaronet's effusion^ conveyed to himinafewneatly- 

tomedEnglish phrases^the gratified feelings of the Company. 

During the evening, Lucy made her first appearance, 

wfaeeled in upon her rolling-chair, and we need scarcely say 

tiiat her beauty and grace created quite a Sensation among 

the proverbially enthusiastic Italians. Antonio sang some of 

his most spirited Sicilian songs, which were heartily ap- 

phuided and encored ; and the drawing-master, who is some- 

tiiing of an Improwisatore, extemporized a sonnet to Miss 

Davenne, in which he compared her to a lily, and to a palm- 

tree, and to Minerva into the bargain, all which was received 

with loud bravos by those present, with the exception of 

the County who (it being a notorious matter that the Count 

and the drawing-master were at daggers drawn) was ob- 

terved to make, while the sonnet was being delivered,sundry 

«ry faces, intended to convey and express a considerable 

amount of doubt as to the bona fide impromptu nature of the 

Performance. Except this trifling incident, which escaped 

the notice of both the Baron et and his daughter, and the 

marked coolness with which tea was received by the majori ty 

— a damp soon counteracted by Sir John ordering in a fresh 

snpply of black bottles for the dissenters — everything went 

OD capitally, and entirely to the satisfaction of all concemed; 

so much so^ that Antonio , after a rather long colloquy with 

the Baronet in the balcony, came forth and announced siance 

Genante in the Amphitryon's name, that should a little con- 

rersation and a little music prove a sufficient inducement to 

rive him theircompany, Sir John Davennewould be delighted 

o receive all present on every successive Wednesday and 

iatturday, at eight o'clock in the evening. 
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There is a circumstance connected with tliis entertai&i 
ment too important to be overlooked, and it is, that Doctcv 
Antonio achieved the conquest of Sir John on the occasion. 
Was it bis rigorous professional costume> and wbite aavat 
— was it bis gentlemanly manner, or bis speecbifying powers, 
or all tbe three causes combined, tbat won Sir Jobn's British 
beart? We cannot say , but to this we must testify, that Sit 
Jobn's haart was won. Sir John treated Doctor Antonio all 
dinner-time, and througbout tbe evening, with marked dis- 
tinction, addressing bim publicly as "my bonourable friend,'* 
and privately and confidentially as "my dear friend;" hc 
even went so far as to declare emphatically to Lucy, after 
every one was gone, tbat "could that man be brought to 
shave, he would not be out of place at the table of a king*'' 
From that day forward, tbe Doctor was promoted to the 
bonour of shaking hands with the Baronet; and let Antonio 
say wbat he would, John was despatched daily to tbe Doctort 
dwelling with Sir John Davenne's compliments, and the 
newspaper of tbe previous day. 

Already have two brilliant ^*8oir4es musicales^ as Sir Johft 
calls them, been held in the course of the last week at the 
Osteria, and the expected tbird is creating great anxietyin 
the neighbourhood; the English Milordo^s concerts arethe 
talk of tbe country for ten miles round. Visitors from so far 
off as Ventimiglia and San Remo have left Cards for Sir John 
and Miss Davenne, and many are making interest with tbe 
Count and the Doctor for invitations. The management of 
the music devolves entirely on Doctor Antonio, under whose 
superintendence quartettos are executed. The perforraers, 
a bassoon, a violin, a Violoncello, are all dilettanii from 
Bordighera; Antonio makes the fourth, playing by tums 
the guitar or the flute. Hutchins' little room is transformed 
on Wednesdays and Saturdays into a refreshment room, the 
bufFet in which is most regularly attended. To see Sir John 
on these evenings is to see a man thoroughly on good 
terms with himself— step, voice, and look express, "I am 
•-»onarch of all I survey;" and let wise folks theonze as they 
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may, the upshot of the matter will always be, that mankind, 
including womankind, do like occasionally to be '^the glass 
of fashion, and the mould of form, the observed of all ob« 
Servers** — were it only at Bordighera. On all other evenings 
of the week Sir John's society is limited to the Count and 
Doctor Antonio, to which privileged circle Sir John, while 
sipping his tea, imparts little glimpses of London life — 
fashionable life of course—interspersed with hints that, like 
flashes of lightning, reveal something of the splendours of 
Davenne Hall, and of the greatness and mightiness of the 
Davennes, or "the family," as Sir John fondly calls his race. 
As ten strikes, he regularly sits down to chess with Doctor 
Antonio (this is the signal for Lucy to withdraw, and for the 
Count to begin to doze), and invariably wins two games out 
of tbree, Antonio having discovered that Sir John cannot 
lose games without losing his temper also, and when cross, 
Lucy*s father is unbearable. 

Almost the whole of Lucy's time during this fortnight 
has been spent in the balcony. Ever since she has been 
able to pass the day in the open air, her health has 
strengthened considerably. She exceedingly enjoys the 
*^sou-de8 mtmcales,*' greatly for the sake of the music— Lucy 
is rcally fond of music— but a little, too, for the sake of the 
efiect she herseif produces. Gurions enough 1 Lucy never 
seems to have surmised before that she was lovely, or if she 
had surmised it, only begins now to care about being so. 
Every one, she observes^ is so well bred, so respectful to 
her, so fall of attention. Lucy is, in truth, a little queen 
with a little Court. She is maldng visible progress in 
drawing, particularly in figures, to which she has taken a 
great fancy, so much so, that she has sketched Speranza 
twenty times over— Speranza, who sits to her with angelic 
patience for hours, no longer wan and dejected, but 
brightened by some mysterious presentiment that a happy 
change is at hand for her; besides, there are the practisings 
on the guitar, and Doctor Antonio's visits, so Lucy's hours 
are pretty fuU. The drawing-master, too, amuses her to a 
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degree,— such a fiery, violent little man, so good-natored 
withal and so clever! Dante, Lucy teils the Doctor, is rather 
too deep a well for her, but she perseveres in drawingiip 
all she can. She openly confesses that she does more fullf 
enjoy the prospect from the balcony now than on the fint 
days ; to use her own expression, it seems as if all its sepanis 
beauties had melted into one great beauty. 

Doctor Antonio does not look elated by high favour wtk 
Sir John: he takes it meekly, maybeUke a man who feit 
himself entitled to it all along; nor have his successes if 
conductor of the orchestra, and guitar and flute-pteyoi 
turned his head. Doctor Antonio continues exactly the saiM 
serene, unassuming, serviceable, good-humoured creatnR 
he was fifteen days ago. If there be any change in him, itb 
a change for the better in his personal appearance, so sÜgh!» 
however, that the eye must be scrutinizing indeed— Üie eys 
of a woman probably— to find it out His coat is perhapK 
thought more carefuUy brushed, his hair and beardmoit 
carefully trimmed, his cravat less loosely twisted round lul 
throat than it used to be. Nor does the managementof tiw 
musical department at all interfere with his attendance od 
Miss Davenne, which is as assiduous as ever; and thoughbs 
has evidently plenty to do elsewhere, he finds time to maka 
himself useful and agreeable at the Osteria. For instanoe^ 
on hearing Lucy observe one day, that the musquitoes worc 
beginning to become troublesome at night, he feil to work 
immediately, fastened up poles to her bed, and to Sir John'Sy 
and upon these poles hung musquito nets ; then on a com* 
plaint from the same quarter, offlies being intolerable, h0 
caused large bundles of a common viscous plant, (ErigeroB 
Viscosum, Zm.,) dipped in milk, to be hung upinalltbo 
rooms and the balcony, which attracted all the flies, sxii 
freed her at once from one of the plagues of Italy. Lucy had 
one thought very carefully hidden in the inmost folds of htf 
heart, and that thought was, that surely there never wasaBJ 
one in the world like this Doctor Antonio. 

Such was, on the whole, the rather satisfactory State of 
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tHmgs and parties in the Osteria del Mattone on this blessed 
day, the isth of May 1840. 

It was ten in the morning, as lovely a moming as poets 

and birds can sing. Miss Davenne, in a light-blue gown, 

«at in the balcony busy with her pencils. Was the choice of 

ablue dress quite accidental on her part, or was it in any 

way connected with Antonio having mentioned the evening 

before, that, of all the colours, he liked blue the best? Who 

can teil? Antonio was also seated on the balcony, a little 

bdünd Lucy, and puUing bis beard violently, a sign of 

troubled weathcr. Hutcbins within was arranging in a vase 

a hrge bnnch of roses just brought by the Doctor. He rarely 

came empty-handed; and yet his horror of anything like 

thanks remaining unabated, Lucy had learnt to acknowledge 

lus little presents only with a smile. Contrary to custom, the 

two had little to sayto one another,andconversation flagged. 

Maybe that Lucy was engrossed with her drawing, maybe 

that she was otherwise absorbed. Antonio was most pal- 

pably SO9 and his wonted equanimity had deserted him this 

moming. It is the first time since we made his acquaintance, 

Üat he betrays strong Symptoms of a malady which might 

Jure been supposed utterly unknown to him — irresolution. 

A Word or a phrase trembled on his lips which he was afraid 

to Qtter. He occasionally bent forward as if about to rise, 

Aen feil back on his seat again. At last he made an heroic 

effort, bounded up from his chair, and said resolutely — 

"Suppose, Miss Davenne, you were to try and walk?" 

A welcome summons to Lucy, whose pale cheek, paler 

even than usual on this morning, is suddenly suffused with 

crimson. As Miss Lucy has declared some time ago that 

abe will rather die in her cbair than use crutches, Hutchins 

b called, and desired to support her young lady on one side, 

idiile Doctor Antonio does as mucb on the other. Lucy rises, 

leans on the two proffered arms, and moves. Antonio's heart 

!>eats loud and strong as the piston of a steam-engine. 

«Do you feel pain anywhere?" asks the Doctor in a 
irhisper. 
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"Not any/* declares Lucy, but her ankle is a litüe 

stiff. 

"And/* pursues Antonio, in a quecr thick voice, **do you 
think you could walk alonef 

"I think I could/' says Lucy, turning her smiling face up 
to his. 

"Well, try." 

The Doctor and Hutchins gently let go their hold of 
Lucy; Antonio Stands in front of her with outstretched arms, 
ready to catch her, much in the attitude of a mother who 
watches the first Steps of a dear habe. Lucy walks on un- 
supported, — one, two, three, four steps — only four; but 
more than enough for Antonio's quick, experienced eye to 
feel sure, that there is no cause for any apprehension of im* 
paired galt. 

" Vittoria!** shouts Antonio, clapping his hands so loudly 
that Lucy and Hutchins are both startled by the report; 
" Vittorial^ he shouts again, then suddenly checks himsel^ 
lest his joy should betray the extent of Ms fears, and oo- 
casion Lucy a retrospective shock. But tears are in his eycs 
as he and Hutchins once more take hold of their precious 
Charge ; " for," continues the Doctor, pretending to composure^ 
yet still all in a flurry, "she must not overfatigue herseif; shc 
must lean well on his arm, so— and now lie quietly on the 
sofa— there, all's right again.'* To see his countenance now 
all in a glow with noble and sweet emotion, to hear his voicc, 
to listen to his laugh, must have made the conquest of the 
most morose of human kind. Lucy does listen, but silently; 
she never for a moment removes her eyes from him; they 
follow him as he strides into the balcony, as he comes back 
with her little table, as he first stoops to slip a bit of papcr 
under one of its legs, and then arranges her pencils and 
colours just where they ought to be. Lucy does not speak, 
does not even say "thank you;'' for Lucy feels that shc 
could not say it without doing something eise she is striving 
against. She does not even dare to extend her band to him, 
as her heart, füll to the brim, prompts her to do, lest she 
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should give way; but those clear soft eyes that rest on him 
speak volumes. 

After half an houPs rest, Lucy had another walk from 
the sofa back to the balcony, and was to have a third within 
another half hour from the balcony to the sofa, and no more 
tili Antonio called agam — an injunction that will not be in- 
fringed, judging from the manner with which it was received, 
While the third, and for the time being, last trip was in pro- 
gress, Sir John came in; and we leave the reader to imagine 
if the good humour that shone in his eyes was likely to be 
spoiled by the sight of Lucy on her feet again, and actually 
Walking. He hastened to withdraw her arm from Hutchins, 
and put it under his own, delighted to take just five steps 
with his darling, and replace her on the sofa. And three 
happier faces than these three, we lay a wager on it, the 
lobby of the Osteria had never beheld. 

When the present excitement produced by this incident 
had subsided, Sir John began recounting with great glee 
his moming's excursion. Sir John had ridden over early 
to San Remo, to inspect a garden recommended to his notice 
by Doctor Antonio, and in that garden had found a treasure 
— a real treasure, as he emphatically declared, "orange-trees 
of the Bergamot species, Äowers of the size ofthose (point- 
ing to the roses on the table), and a fragrance, a fragrancel '' 
Sir John was as happy at this discovery as if the Bergamot 
species were of his own making. The owner of the garden 
had himself shown Sir John over the grounds, and placed 
aÜ the plants at the Baronet's disposal. '^A most gentle- 
manlike person,'^ Sir John asserted, (what a pity, Sir John, 
you do not keep a note-book nowl) "a, most gentlemanlike 
person, to whom, by the by, I have given an invitation for 
to-morrow's soir^ musicaler Having thus far vented his 
enthusiasm, and fondly kissed Lucy, and patted her cheek, 
and observed to the Doctor how well she looked — an asser- 
tion the Doctor allowed to pass uncontradicted — Sir John 
sat down to his letters and papers. Antonio said good-bye, 
and was already at the glass-door, when he met with a 
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sudden obstruction in the shapeof Speranza^ dosely folbwed 
by her mother, who both dashed past him, rushing into the 
room like thunder-bolts.' 

Both the women are in tears, and half choke with sobs, 
yet theirs are not the looks or gestures of people nnder the 
pressure of painful feelings. Speranza, on her knees by the 
side of the sofa, clings passionately toLucy^ coveringherhands 
and feet with kisses and tears. Rosa, less violently agitated, 
has stopped short in the middle of die room, where, alter- 
nately wiping her eyes with the comer of her apron, and 
dasping and undasping her hands, she ejaculates all the 
time, ^''Oh carol oh Madonna Santissimal — Oh, that I should 
have lived to see this day, oÄiW, olumil^ Presently it is the 
Doctor's tum tohavehis hands kissedand bathed, whidiisso 
sooner done than Sir John has to go through the sameordeaL 
''The girl is mad/' cries the astounded Baronet, getting very 
red in the face, and violently repossessing himself of his own 
band. "Yes," says Antonio, "mad with joy. Battista is come, 
I suppose, is he not, you sUly girl?" The silly girPs smiliog 
assent sparkies through a fresh shower; she takes Antonio's 
hands, and gently draws him towards the balcony, wheie 
Speranza and he, and Rosa after them, vanish from sight. 

'' What sadly demonstrative creatures these Italiansarel'' 
observed Sir John, in a dissatisfied, grumbling tone, by way 
of entering a protest against his momentary emotion. 

"It is their nature to feel strongly, and to express strongly 
what they feel," answered Lucy. 

"There's no denying the last part of your Statement, my 
dear," said her father; "the more's the pity." 

"Why so, papa?" asked Lucy. 

"Because," replied Sir John dryly, "any such exhibitioa 
of sensibility is highly derogatory to human dignity, and 
carries with it a presumption of shallowness. Deep feelings, 
like deep rivers, Lucy, so I have heard, are rarely noisy." 

"But in this case, papa, nobody can doubt the reality of 
poor Speranza's feelings, and you must have been Struck by 
(hat yourself, for I saw the tears in your eyes." 
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' "Tears in my eyes!" growled Sir John, in a scornful 
tone, " nonsense r* and, taking up the Times newspaper, he 
raised it as a barrier between himself and Lucy's investigat- 
ing glance. 

Antonio, after a little while, came back and said, that, as 
in duty bound, Battista craved the honour of being admitted 
to the presence of his kind benefactor and benefactress. 
"Oh yes, by allmeansl" cried Lucy eagerly, "let him come 
in at pnce." Young ladies of twenty, whatever their Station, 
are apt to feel some curiosity about the hero of a love-story, 
let him wear a ducal mantle, or only a seaman's blue jacket. 

"Yes, let US get it over at once; but on condition," inter- 
posed Sir John, "that we have no fresh supply of tears or 
hand-kissing/' 

"I think there is no fear of that,*' said Antonio; "the 
HTomen are now more composed, and, as far as I can judge, 
Battista is not much addicted to the melting mood." 

"So much the better for him and for us," grumbled Sir 
fohn; "1 have had enough of that sort of thing to-day to 
serve me for the rest of my life.'' 

And now the hero of the day, a comely, middle-sized, 
strong-built, chocolate-complexioned young man of two-and- 
twenty, led by Speranza, and pushed on by Rosa in the rear, 
oiakes his anything but triumphal entry, and with slow, re- 
luctant Steps approaches the sofa where Lucy rests. The 
foung lady, feeling for his confusion, kindly, and in a low 
iroice, addresses some words of welcome to him. Battista 
looks up, utters a half cry, and Stands for a second amazed; 
and , with averted eyes, would then have taken to his heels, 
but for Rosa and Speranza, who catch and bring him back. 
He tums his eyes to the right and to the left, plunges them 
mto the depths of the red wooUen pouch he is twisting in his 
trembling hands, looks any where but at Lucy — verily, Bat- 
tista would rather face a hurricane on a furious ocean than 
those blue eyes. "Are you crazy?'* says Antonio, per- 
plezed; "why, man, have you nothing tosay to this lady, who 
bas been a second Providence to you?" Battista makes in- 
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effectual attempts to speak; at last the inarticulate soonds 
become a muttered whisper of— ^*It is the Madonna/' and 
down he drops on his knees , and crosses himself most 
vigorously. Sir John may say what he chooses, bot we 
question whether homage in better taste was ever paid to 
earthly purity and loveliness. Antonio saw the expediencf 
of cutting Short a scene which, from the very intcnsitycf 
the poor lad's feelings, was becoming embarrassing to all 
parties; so stepping up to him, he raised him up, sayingi 
"That will do, my lad, the lady understands all you wish to 
express- come away now, we will put ofFyour thanks toafr 
other time;" and patting him good-humouredly on tho 
Shoulder, the Doctor towed the abashed boy out of tbi 
room, the two bewildered women following in the rear. 

We beg the reader to believe that this is no picture drawa 
from fancy, but a real sketch from nature. Had not sucha 
scene as we have described, with all the particulars relatedi 
come to pass under our own eyes , we should never have 
ventured to put it on paper. We ourselves can understaod 
very well how a simple, Ignorant, but imaginative Italiaa 
youth, whose notion of all that is beautiful and gracefülis 
from earliest infancy embodied in the Image of the Madonna^ 
that is, in a lovely figure with flowing, fair curls, clothcdin 
blue, — we can understand, we repeat, how such a youth, pnt 
suddenly face to face with such a suave specimen of woman- 
kind as this young English girl, should identify her with bis 
long-worshipped type of loveliness and gentleness. 

Battista's infatuation held good for some time, in spite 
of Antonio's lectures and Speranza's scoldings, who was 
quite ashamed, she declared, of seeing him make sudi a 
goose of himself. Battista had but one argument, but with 
that he parried and overruled all objections; he had sccft 
her before, he was sure of that, and she had spoken to him, 
and told him that she was the Madonna. It was, according 
to Battista, one night, a tremendous night at sea, whcn, tircd 
with long working at the pumps, he had thrown himself on 
a locker and fallen asleep. And the Madonna appeared to 
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him in his sleep, and said, with flashing eyes, '^Is this thy 
devotion to me, that thou goest to thy rest without saying 
a * salve regina' in my honour?" With that Battista awoke, 
got up, Said his prayers reciting as usual a "salve regina," 
and then once more feil asleep. When, lo! the Madonna 
came to him again, this time with most benignant eyes, and 
Said, in sweet tones, "Battista, thou art agood boy; as long 
as thou puttest thy trust in me no evil shall befall thee ; be 
of good cheer, thou shalt see Bordighera again." Now, 
whether they believed it or not, Battista did not care — Bat- 
tista was growing dogged with these continual reasonings — 
but the voice he had heard, the eyes, the hair, the figure he 
had Seen in the up-stairs room of the Osteria on that blessed 
moming of the I5th of May, were the voice, hair, eyes, and 
figure of Battista's nocturnal visitor at sea. Battista could 
swear to it all, and to the blue gown into the bargain. 

**We must help them to marry,** said Lucy in the after- 
noon, when alone with the Doctor. "Must we?" answered 
Antonio, with a merry laugh; "1 thought all that would come 
of itself soon enough, even without our help.'' 

**l have a great mind to call you a slow doctor, as papa 
once did,'* said Lucy, with a pout of impatience; "you know 
very well what I mean. Did you not teil me yourself that 
Rosa's a££adrs were in a bad State? and is it not a fact that 
Battista has lost all he had in the world? Now, is it not 
very piain that they do want our assistance to be able to 
marryr* 

"Do not say our assistance,^' said Antonio, "for as to me, 
I have nothing to give but good wishes." 

"Not at all,*' said Lucy, quickly; "you must give a great 
deal more,— time, and trouble, and all sorts of things; you 
must find out about their debts and difficulties, and calculate 
what sum will be necessary to set them afloat." 

"A largesum," replied Antonio, gravely, shaking his 
head at the eager Speaker, "a large sum." 

"Never mind," said Miss Lucy, "papa will give it, what- 
ever it is, to please me — he must; I shall teil him Üiat we 

Doctor Antonio, 12 
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might as well have left Battista on board lus ship» if wedö 
nothing more for him, and for Speranza/* 

Antonio only smiled, but bis beart was pouring blessings 
on ber, thougb tbe blessings never reached Luqf's ear. 

A day begun under sucb bappy anspices— a day so ridi 
in deep and gentie emotions to most of cur personages, 
came to a close, we are glad to say, in a manner worthy of 
itself. Towards midnigbt, all tbe echoes of tbe garden were 
awakened by the sounds of sweet mosic Tbe däeUarUi of 
Bordigbera in füll force, we need not say by wbom inspired, 
assembled below tbe balcony to give a grand Serenade to 
Miss Davenne* Sir Jobn, wbo bad not yet gone to bed, 
went down to tbe garden to acknowledge tbe compliment^ 
and was received by loud ^^vwas!" Trays witb wine and 
glasses were soon circulating among the Company, by die 
united exertions of Rosa, Speranza, and tbe no litüe astonished 
John 9 whose raised eyebrows, in spite of bis rigid silenoe, 
had more than once betrayed of late the series of surprises 
through which bis master was making bim pass. Wben we 
speak of the Company, we mean not only the musicians, bot 
also a great number of amateurs wbo had followed in their 
wake, and fiiled the garden. 

Lucy, from behind her blind, enjoyed the serenade ex- 
ceedingly. The music was unquestionably good ; but that 
which gave her far more pleasure than the well-played ovcr- 
tures to "La Gazza Ladra," and "Semiramide," was a 
villanella for three voices, one of them a rieh, sweet bass, 
dear to her ears and heart. These villanellas, somewhat of 
the fashion of the serenade in Don Pasquale, are the populär 
songs of the Riviera. The melody, of the simplest kind, is 
taken up in succession by one or other of the voices, with 
no other accompaniment than a few syncopated notes from 
the other two. Altogether an effective sort of Performance 
when the voices are true, which is commonly tbe case in 
Italy—and one füll of melancholy. So much so, at least, in 
the prescnt instance, that Lucy forthwith began to do frecly 
what slie HaH so deterxxünately rcsisted doing in the mein« 
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%) and made her way back to her bed crying heartily. Her 
tears, however, did not interfere with her sleep^ which was 
9CMmd and refreshing« 



CHAPTER XII. 

In the Garden. 

^See what a beautiful carpet Nature has spread out for 
fim!'' Said Antonio, a few days after, as he handed Miss 
Davenne mto the garden. The night had been windy, and 
tliere was on the ground a thick silvery layer of orange and 
iemon blossoms, out of which came forth in strong relief a 
profusion of violently red wild poppies. "Will you have 
nch in störe for me when I come to Davenne f 

^'Not so rieh and gaudy as this," answered Lucy; "still," 
continued she, with some pride, "you will find at Davenne, 
II all seasons, what my country alone can produce — real 
English turf^ as green as only itself ever is, and as soft as 
vri?et.« 

**I shall admire it very much," said Antonio; "indeed 
I feel inclined beforehand to admire everything that is 
Englbh." 

"Do you?'* was the reply, in a little joyous, triumphant 
tone. ^'Oh, then, come to England soon, and I shall be 
foat dcerone therel" 

"In that case I must not go for a long time," said the 
Italian, jokingly; "or have you forgotten that you are to 
itav here^ and build a cottage out of spite to somebody or 
etlir?» 

"I wish it were truc; I could stay here willingly all my 
Sfc,** said Lucy, simply. 

"Could you, indeed?" exclaimed Antonio with a thrill in 
kis yoice, while a column of blood rushed to his face. 

She looked up to him. 

"But you can*t," he added gravely, nay, with a touch of 
lespondency, **you know you cannot, What would the 

13' 
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might as well have left Battista on board bis ship^ if wedö 
nothing more for him, and for Speranza*" 

Antonio only smiled, but bis beart was pouring blessings 
on her, thougb the blessings never reacbed Lucy's ear. 

A day begun under such bappy auspices— a day so rieh 
in deep and gentle emotions to most of our personages, 
came to a dose, we are glad to say, in a manner worthy of 
itself. Towards midnight, all the echoes of the garden were 
awakened by the sounds of sweet music. The däOianUof 
Bordighera in füll force, we need not say by whom inspired, 
assembled below the balcony to give a grand Serenade to 
Miss Davenne. Sir John^ who had not yet gone to bed, 
went down to the garden to acknowledge the compliment, 
and was received by loud "»ircw/** Trays witb wine and 
glasses were soon circulating among the Company, by die 
united exertions of Rosa, Speranza, and the no litüe astonished 
John, whose raised eyebrows, in spite of bis rigid silenoe, 
had more than once betrayed of late the series of surprises 
through which bis master was making bim pass. Wben we 
speak of the Company, we mean not only the musicians, bot 
also a great number of amateurs who had followed in their 
wake, and filled the garden. 

Lucy, from behind her blind, enjoyed the Serenade ex- 
ceedingly. The music was unquestionably good ; but that 
which gave her far more pleasure than the well-played ove^ 
tures to "La Gazza Ladra," and "Semiramide,'' was a 
villanella for three voices, one of them a rieh, sweet bass, 
dear to her ears and heart. These villanellas, somewhat of 
the fashion of the serenade in Don Pasquale, are the populär 
songs of the Riviera. The melody, of the simplest kind, is 
taken up in succession by one or otherof the voices, with 
no other accompaniment than a few syncopated notes from 
the other two. Altogether an effective sort of Performance 
when the voices are true, which is commonly the case in 
Italy— and one füll of melancholy. So much so, at least, in 
the present instance, that Lucy forthwith began to do frccly 
what she had so determinately resisted doing in the motih 
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«Jg, and made her way back to her bed crying heartily. Her 
tears, however, did not interfere with her sleep, which was 
50und and refreshing« 



CHAPTER XIL 

In the Garden. 

^See what a beautiful carpet Nature has spread out for 
yott!" Said Antonio, a few days after, as he handed Miss 
Bavenne into the garden. The night had been windy, and 
there was on the ground a thick silvery layer of orange and 
kmon blossoms^ out of which came forth in strong relief a 
profiision of violently red wild poppies. "Will you have 
«ach in störe for me when I come to Davennel" 

"Not so rieh and gaudy as this," answered Lucy; "still," 
continued she, with some pride, *'you will find at Davenne, 
at all seasons, what my country alone can produce — real 
English turf^ as green as only itself ever is, and as soft as 
velvet.'* 

**I shall admire it very much,'* said Antonio; "indeed 
I feel inclined beforehand to admire everything that is 
Englbh." 

"Do you?'* was the reply, in a little joyous, triumphant 
tone. ^'Oh, then, come to England soon, and I shall be 
your Cicerone there I'' 

''In that case I must not go for a long time/' said the 
ftalian, jokingly; "or have you forgotten that you are to 
itav here^ and build a cottage out of spite to somebody or 
ööir?« 

"I wish it were true; I could stay here willingly all my 
Bfc,*' Said Lucy, simply. 

"Could you, indeed?" exclaimed Antonio with a thrill in 
US yoice, while a column of blood rushed to his face. 

She looked up to him. 

"But you can't,*' he added gravely, nay, with a touch of 
despondency, ^'you know you cannot, What would the 

13' 
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World say/* he went on with an awkward attempt to laugU 
"if the daughter of Sir John Davenne were to desert hcf 
place in society, and bury herseif in an obscure Italian vS- 
lage!" 

He paused slightly, it might be for an ans wer , then am* 
tinued, — ^^Rank and richesare chains of gold, but still chains. 
It was Seneca, was it not^ who said that a great fortune was 
a great servitude?" 

*'l fear so/' answered Lucy, with a sigb that wouldnot 
be kept down. 

The couple moved on in silence. It was a treat to see 
them walk leisurely along — he measuring his Steps to herSi 
and supporting her with such gentle care — she leaning oo 
his armsoconfidingly, socomplacently. Both young, elegant 
and graceful—both bearing about them that cast of distioc* 
tion which characterizes refined natures ; yet with so nrndi 
in common, how different in type! Lucy all golden hues and 
softnessy Antonio all dark shades and energy; — her litde 
cherub's head bending gracefully forwards as if in search of 
a stay, his so resolutely set upon his Shoulders ; — her Step 
so light and childlike, his so manly and steady, as if at 
every stride he took possession, in right of some unknown 
power, of every bit of ground he walked upon. Such a coo- 
trast, and yet such a harmony — strength and weakness 
blended togetherl Every characteristic feature of the on« 
setting forth to advantage and giving zest to that of the 
other — the fiery black diamond casting lustre over the 
oriental pearl, the oriental pearl in retum lending softness 
to the black diamond ! 

While Doctor Antonio and Miss Davenne were, notwith« 
Standing sighs and little misgivings, enjoying this first morfr 
ing's saunter together, they were inflicting real sufifering oi 
anunsuspectedwitnessoftheir^^<6-d-^6<6. Battfsta, ofcourse 
was every day, and all day, at the Osteria, most of the tiSM 
in the garden, where he used to smoke his pipe, and have : 
peep at Miss Davenne from some convenient place, probabl 
with the design of getting clear of his perplexities about he 
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Sir John having complained of the unwonted odour of 

tobacco infesting bis apartments, Battista had renounced bis 

pipe, but not bis observations, whicb be carried on most 

perscveringly, comforting bimself witb cbewing the fragrant 

weed the while. Now, Lucy never having ventured out of 

the house before, ber presence close to bis daily post came 

<iuite unawares upon Speranza's lover, wbo bastened to take 

liimself and bis confusion as far from the young lady and 

W companion as the limits of the little enclosure would 

^ow, in the hope of being able to make bis exit when they 

should have tumed towards the house again. But to bis 

gceat mortification, instead of tuming, they continued tbeir 

Walk directly towards bim, and thus cut off bis meditated re- 

trcat througb the garden gate, leaving bim no alternative 

bnt to confront them, whicb he would not do, or of ignobly 

biding behind the trunks of some trees, whicb he did, and 

where the Doctor's keen glance was not long in detecting 

bim, 

"Look at your devotec/' said Antonio; "see how be is 

skolking bebind those trees to avoid your presence. Shall 

ve marcb straight upon bim, and force bim to extremities?" 

"No/' replicd Lucy, tboughtfully. 

"Are you tired? should you like to sit down?" asked 

Antonio. 

"No, not yet, thank you, I would rather walk a little 
kmjjer,*' and on they walked, Lucy still musing. 

"Suppose/' Said she all at once, "you were to go to 
London and settle theref' 

Antonio looked at her witb unfeigned surprise, then an- 
tvtred, "Well, suppose I did, wbat great good would be 
obtained then?'' 

"Why," said Lucy, "witb your talents and medical skill, 
aid papa's interest, you would soon get a large practice, and 
nake a fortune.'^ 

"Did we not agrce," retorted Antonio, witb a smile, "that 
brttme might be a drawback?'' 

•*True," replied Lucy, rather abashed, *-'yet it seems 
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SO natural— does it not?— to try and better on^s con- 
dition/' 

"Well, but will a fortune bettcr my conditionf'^ said 
Antonio, doubtingly— "that is the question. Let us takeit 
for granted that the practical difficulties of the plan yoo re- 
commend are overcome; let us assume that my fortune is 
made* I am rieh then, but to what purposef and mark first 
at what cost: at the cost of a complete exile from my country, 
at that of all my inclinations and habits, of much that cheers 
my heart and eyes, of the familiär tongue, of my dear warm 
sun and blue sea, of those orange gproves^ wafting to me 
perfumed recoUections of my sweet Sicily. These things, 
light losses to many perhaps, would be heavy ones to m^ 
yet to be bome, were the aim to be reached worth the 
sacrifice. But such an aim is exactly wanting for me. My 
mother, thank God, is tolerably provided for; myotherre- 
lations well off. As for myself, I really should be at t 
loss to say what increase of comforts Fortune could bring 
to me," 

Antonio paused, but as Lucy was silent, he continued^ 
" A fine mansion?— but I feel lodged like a prince in my 
little dwelling at Bordighera, larger, after all, than I require, 
and which, for Situation and the prospect it commands, beats 
many a lordly chäteau. To be sure I have no velvet carpets 
nor double green-baize doors. What use is there for such 
things in this genial climate , where the winters are so short 
and mild, that 1 scarcely think of having a fire lighted? A 
rieh table? — but mine is the table of an epicure: no nced 
here to be a man of capital, no need of forcing-houses to 
have the luxuries of the table at command. Equipagesand 
horses? — have I not my calessmo and shaggy little horsef 
Then I dislike riding and driving, and never feel so happy 
as when I can have a good walk, fanned by this wholesome» 
sweet-scented sea-breeze. So that, all things considered," 
wound up the Italian, as if his discourse must have brought 
conviction home to his patient listener, "you see that a fo^ 
tune could do nothing for my real comforts." 
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As he stoppedy he was Struck by the pallor that had suc- 
:eeded to the vivid blush on Lucy's check. " You are over- 
tired/' he said, "let us go in at once." 

Luc/s womanly instinct had been sharply roused by what 
^tonio had said, and left unsaid. The apparent indifference 
writh which he had received and treated her proposal, with- 
out so much asalluding atleast to one argument, whosemen- 
tion seemed so naturally called for by the wish she had just 
been expressing, of remaining where she was forlife; the 
sort of affectation with which he had dwelt upon his reasons 
for being content with his lot,~all this had afTected her 
painfully. Lucy had no conception of that firm self-control 
which enables a man to rein in at once an involuntary emo- 
tion, and hold straight on along the highroad of common 
sense. Antonio, whatever his object, had purposely viewed 
the idea she had thrown out in an exclusively matter-of-fact 
way women can hardly bear, and are always hurt by, the 
more or the less depending on the relation in which they 
stand to the Speaker« The one instinct awoke another, 
which bid her conceal her wounded feeling, and she saw no 
better means of doing so than going on resolutely with the 
subject. 

"Be it all as you say," resumed Lucy, " yet you must, at 
all events, admit that in London your abilities and knowledge 
would be better appreciated than here; ,and there must be 
satisfaction in being properly valued. I suppose you are not 
insensible to fame?'' 

**FameI'' echoed Antonio, smiling; *'have you forgotten 
Dante's definition of fame? ^Non ^ ü romor mondän cdtro che 
[m fiato — Di vento cVor va quindi ed or va quinci.*^* 

**It sounds sosad and unnatural," said Lucy, ^^to hear one 
50 young talk as if he had not one spark of ambition 
left/* 

"I beg your pardon," retorted the Doctor, quickly; "1 

* "..... the noise 
Of worldly fame is but a blast of wind, 
That blows from divers points," —Cary, 
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have an ambition, and a great one^ that of serving my coon- 
try, and doing my best in her cause." 

''What Chance is there of your doing that cause loore 
good here, situated as you are, than in Londonf '' 

"Very little, certainly; however, should any movement 
take place in Sicily, or in any other part of this peninsola, 
as sooner or later must be the case, think how much möre 
speedily and easily I coiüd join it from here than from 
London." 

" You are fondly devoted to your country," said Lucy. 

" Who is not?" rcplied Antonio. 

''Are you sure that the cause you are engaged in is Üie 
rightful cause?" 

''As sure as I am that there is aGod in heaven," answered 
Antonio, solemnly; "what make^ you ask?" 

"You must make allowance for — for my prejudiccs, I 
suppose," Said Lucy. "I have heard so many strictures 
passed on Italian character, not only by papa, but by many 
other of my countrymen, — I have heard so much said against 
the Liberal party in Italy, particularly while we were atRomCi 
that" — Lucy hesitated. 

— "That you are rather inclined to think they must bc in 
the wrong," said Antonio, finishing the sentence for her. "I 
do not wonder at it, nor do I wonder at the opinions you have 
heard expressed by Englishmen on these subjects. The 
sympathies of the strong and the powerful are seldom with 
the weak and the oppressed. Do you recoUect how in- 
genious Job's friends were in proving that it was his fault if 
he lay covered with sores on the dunghill? Such is the com- 
mon tendency of human selfishness in presence of suffering, 
in Order to dispense with compassion and assistance. That 
our national character may be open to objections, (pray 
shew me the people whose character is not,) that busybodies, 
nay, evil, self-seeking spirits may be found in the ranks of 
the national party — where are they not? — I can readily ad- 
mit. Far be it from me to hold out my country as a patteni 
of perfection. Italians are men like other men^ with theii 
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share of man's greatness and man's weakness. Look through 
the World, study the history of mankind, and what is the 
lesson they tcach? — one of reciprocal forbearance and in- 
dulgence. But/* proceeded he with growing animation, 
**believe me, Miss Davenne, when I say, what 1 am ready to 
proclaim aloud, and to seal with my blood if necessary, that 
Italy is a noble, much trampled on, much wronged country, 
and her cause one as holy as truth and justice can make a 
cause. Excuse my warmth/' continued Antonio, relapsing 
intohis usual sedate manner; ''but if you knewthe hundredth 
part of the self-devotion and sacrifice spent in behalf of this 
ill-fated land, with no better meed from the world than 
sneering indifference, you would, I am sure, sympathize with 
my feelings.'' 

A tear trembled in Lucy's eyes as she replied, "But I do 
sympathize with your feelings, — I wish so very much you 
would teil me all about your country," 

**I will some day, at least about Sicily," said Antonio; 
**but now you really need some rest, attd see, there comes 
your drawing-master." 

Lucy's drawing-master, side by side with Sir John, was 
indeed hurrying across the garden, talking all the while in a 
thundering voice, and accompanying what he said with 
frantic gesticulations. Had it not been for Sir John, the big- 
headed little man would, notwithstanding Doctor Antonio's 
loud calls, have passed on without noticing Miss Davenne 
or her cavalien 

**What on earth has happened?*' cried the Doctor. 
**A piece of such rare impudence as passes Imagination!'* 
ejaculated the drawing-master, stopping short, and throwing 
lüs hat on the ground in a rage. — "Coäc mcredibäi, orrende^ 
mostruoBe! Gm you believe that now, when the organ-builder 
is come from Nice to set up the organ, the Count after all 
Ms promises refuses to receive him, and flatly denies that 
he ever engaged to give him a room in his palazzo? Denies 
it, sir, with the minute of our proceeding of the igth No- 
vember 1839, cvery word of which I myself wrote down at 
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the time and place,— with that minute, I say, staring him in 
the face, the mean, stingy fellow! I will maJce ten thousand 
copies of that nünute, and of that of this morning's meet- 
ing, and to cvery copy I will affix in red ink this verse of 
Berchet," — and herecitedwith immense emphasis the follow- 
ing four lines : — 

" Vüe , un manto d'mfamia hau tessuto 
L*hai volato , sul dosso ti sta ; 
N^ per pianger, o vil, che £uai, 
Nessun mai dal tuo dosso il torriL" 

UTBRAL TRANSLATION. 

C>ward I thou hast woven a mantle of infamy, 
Thou hast chosen it , it hangs on thy hack; 
Nor for tears that thoa mayest shed. 
Will any one ever take it off thy hack. 

*' Yes; I will spread and distribute these copies all over the 
Riviera, and have this noble Count hissed in our streets and 
highwaysy I will brand him, and hand him down to posterity 
as the barefaced impostor he is." 

Having made this passionate declaration, the incensed 
little body stopped to take breath, picked up bis hat, and 
with quite a dramatic change of look and gesture, ssdd gal- 
lantly to Miss Davenne — 

**I rely on theSignorina's well-known goodness to excuse 
me from giving her a lesson to-day. I am in no mood for it; 
and I have arrangements to make with regard to this un* 
pleasant afFair, which render my presence inBordighera im- 
perative;" — then, tuming to Antonio, he added, with a so- 
lemnity that more than bordered on the ludicrous, — 

"Of one thing you may rest assured, my friend, the Con- 
fratemity of the Reds shall come out of this difficulty with 
honour, though it be at the cost of all I possess in the 
World;" so saying, he trotted out of the garden, first giving 
his hat such a resolute thump on his head as to send it down 
over his eyes. 

"Had you not better follow him?" said kind Miss Lucy 
to Doctor Antonio. «If he were to meet the Count whüc 
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ach a passion^ I am afraid there would be some 

)t mäke yoursclf uneasy as to that," replied An- 
ing ; " with all bis fury and blaze, our little fricnd is 
iceful creature, he would not burt a fly willingly. 
to meet tbe Count just now, be would probably 
lispleasure by a peculiarly stately bow, or at tbe 
i volley of bamüess verses, burled m petto at bis 
e foe." 

'bat is all tbis fury about?*^ asked Lucy. "I could 
it wbat made bim so angry," 
it begin by telling you," said Antonio, "tbat tbe 
Höre, (President,) and your drawing-master sotto- 
5-president) of tbe Confratemity of tbe Reds. But 
nothing of tbe Reds or tbe Whites. Suppose, as 
bave no lesson, that I were to give you a lecture 
temities." 

Lucy could answer, Sir John said, "Ay, pray do, 
itonio; and instead of going to tbe balcony, let us 
s out bere, and listen to tbe Doctor's story under 
ge-trees." 

tbey were all seated, Antonio began: — 
:old you more than once before, tbe parisb cburch, 
isbment, tbe splendour of tbe cburch Services, and 
IS, are tbe great interest, indeed tbe only public 
t accessible to tbe mass of tbe laity bere. The parish 
itb its cburch- wardens, choristers, and officials of 
afTords scope, bowever, to tbe activity of only a 
mber of persons. To remedy tbis inconvenience, 
5 arisen, under the wing of tbe parent establish- 
tberhoods of many colours, whose business it is to 
in a place of worship of their own for prayer in 
:o bury their dead, and under onepretextoranother, 
f muster in processions. There are bere, as in 
i town of the Riviera, Confraternities of the Reds, 
s, and the Blacks, so named from the colour of tbe 
bes wom by the bretbern. £ach of these associa- 
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tions, naturaDy not ovei>fiiendly the one to the other, basa 
numerous staff of dignitaries and functionaries— a prior and 
under-prior, a prioress and under-prioress, achapter, orbodf 
of councillors, choristers^ crucifix-bearers, standard-bearos, 
mace-bearers, lamp-bearers, and so on^ whose annualelectio^ 
especially that of the priore and sotto-priore^ and cbapter, set 
the brethren in a blaze. Thus, you see, every one of these 
societies becomes a small focus of petty ambitions, rivalries^ 
intrigue, and gossip. What wonder, if, in the State of uttcr 
ignorance wherein the majority are kept, and which renden 
them incapable of intellectual enjoyments and pursuits— if in 
their exclusion from all participation, even in the manage- 
ment of their parish afTairs^ or of anything to do with diose 
local interests, such as are confided in England to corponr 
tions, — what wonder, I say^ if, in the absence of legitimale 
sources of excitement, as necessary to man as the very ak 
he breathes, these good folks should fall back on fiitile and 
childish occupationsl" 

"Ahl" interrupted Sir John, knowingly, ''an absolute go* 
vernment cannot help much of what you complain of, Doctor 
Antonio; change one thing, and all the rest tumble about 
your ears. Bat after all, you do not mean to say, that the 
different parishes do not elect their own town-councillors, 
out of whose number, I suppose, the mayor is chosen?" 

"Elect their own town-councillorsl" cried Antonio, ''not 
even in a dream. A mad dog has not greater horror of water 
than our ruling powers of the elective principle. Munidpal 
institutions are a dead letter here — a body without a souI, a 
mere mockery. Do you wish to know who chooses Äe 
mayor and town-councillors? The late mayor, (necessarilya 
creature of the government, or he wouldn't have bcenl 
mayor,) the Cure, and the officer of the Carabineers, these 
three make outa list, which is placed beforetheCommandant 
for approval and revision. The Commandant sends it duly 
revised and approved to the Intendente, (the chief civil 
magis träte of the province,) who in his turn forwards it to 
Turin, where it receives the official confirmation« As to yoitf 
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Observation,** continued Antonio, tuming to Sir John, "that 
all I complain of is the unavoidable consequence of an ab- 
solute govemment, I can only ask, If any particular form of 
govemment avowedly works badly, why should it find 
def enders and upholders among those who would not sub- 
mit to it in their own countryf '^ 

Sir John pursed up bis lips most ominously, but did not 
Bpeak* 

**l now come to the kemel of the matter," said Antonio, 
without appearing to notice the cloud on the Baronet's brow. 
''The Chapter of the Reds, the Count presiding, as usual, 
some time ago voted a sum for the purchase of an organ for 
th&x own little church, or oratorio, as they call it — money is 
never wanting for such objects« At a later period, and when 
the organ in question was almost finished, the Chapter met 
again to consider the propriety of voting a further sum to 
defray the travelling expenses and the stay here of the organ- 
boilder« It was on this occasion that the Count declared he 
would take all that upon himself, and receive the organ- 
boilder at his own palazzo, whereupon there was a unanimous 
vote of thanks to the Count This took place in that famous 
sitting of the I9th November 1839, to which the drawing- 
master just now referred. It would seem that the Count, 
who has the reputation of being a stingy man, wishes now to 
take back his word, and refuses to fulfil his promise. Inde 

Sir John fumed a good deal on hearing this, and protested 
that there must be some gross mistake in the Statement of 
tiie drawing-master. The Count a stingy mani Nonsense! 
He had put his Casino at his (Sir John's) disposal, twenty 
times over. A nobleman like the Count was incapable of 
such shabby tricks. He would see the Count himself, and 
bave the whole matter cleared up. 

Sir John was as good as his word. On the evening of 
that same day he had a long conversation with the Count, 
the upshot of which w^is^ ^t on the morrow the organ- 
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builder was installed in the Count's palazzo^ to the infimte 
satisfaction of all parties* 



CHAPTER XIIL 

In the Boat. 

One aftemoon, as Lucy, arm-in-arm with her fauler^ was 
stroUing as usual about the garden, Antonio a few paoes in 
front of them, the latter took the bar off the little gate that 
opened on the beach, and led the way down a gentle slope 
to the seaside. The path, as smooth and carefully sweptas 
a gravelled garden walk, (we suspect Battista of having had 
some hand in this,) was bordered on either side by a quantity 
of yellow, white, and pink flowers, shooting out of the diy 
sand as brisk and vivacious as if planted in the richest soiL 
Lucy was so taken up observing, admiring, and pickingtheiDi 
and so inten t on listening to Antonio's explanations aboot 
this particular genus of marine plants, that she did notno- 
tice Battista with another man, standing by a boat with a 
gaily-striped awning, its bow already in the water, tili she 
came close to them. 

"Oh, what a pretty boat!" exclaimed she. 

"The boat and the crew are here for your Service, if yott 
feel inclined to make use of them," said Antonio to her. 

"Thank you, I shall enjoy a row on this beautiful, beauti- 
ful sea so muchl" exclaimed Lucy in high glee. **You havc 
no objection, papa? But," added she with some' timidity, 
"will it be safe to go with only two men?" 

"You will be as safe as in your balcony," replied AntoniOi 
"Battista is a first-rate boatman as well as sailor, no one 
more expert in the management of sail or oar. The country- 
men of Columbus are well known as capital seamen, alloi^ed 
to be so even by the English, who are proud, and justly so, 
of their superiority on the sea. An intelligent Government,* 
continued Antonio^ as he handed Lucy into the boat, " woold 
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work wonders with such Clements; but — ** and the comple- 
ment of the sentence was a shrug and a sigh. 

Lucy looked at the Speaker, and said, "Now, we are none 
of US to think of Governments or politics; we are going to 
enjoy ourselves this aftemoon/' There was so much of the 
woman's kindness mixedwith the girl's buoyancyin this, that 
the Italian did not feel sore at the remark. Lucy only liked 
to hear Antonio talk of the troubles of his country when Sir 
John was not present. 

There was not a ripple on the sea, whose bright blue was 
only now and then chequered by broad white streaks— milky 
patiis on the azure — some stretching forth in straight lines, 
others winding forward in graceful zig-zags* Battista and 
his comrade put forth the strength of their brawny arms, the 
former keeping his eyes carefully avertedfromMissDavenne, 
who lay back on the cushioned seat, parting the water by 
the boat's side with her delicate fingers , deep in pleasant 
imaginings, it would seem, from the half smile on her lips. 
Swiftly they glided past the Cape of Bordighera, and then a 
new and splendid panorama opened out before them. 

A glorious extent of hilly coast against a background of 
lofty mountainSy stretched semicircularly from east to west, 
broken all along into capes and creeks, and studded with 
towns and villages, füll of original character,— Ventimiglia, 
with its crown of dismantled mediaeval Castles, — Mentone, 
so gay on the sunny beach, well named Roccabruna, all 
sombre hues and frowns,— Turbia, and its Roman monu- 
menty a record of the greatest power on earth, covering with 
its shadow the lilliputian principality of Monaco below, — 
ViUafiranca and its lighthouse. Further on, running south- 
ward, loomed vaporous in the distance, the long, low strip 
of French shore^ with Antibes at its extremity; and further 
still, in the west, the fanciful blue lines of the mountains of 
Provence. Here and there a snowy peak shot boldly above 
the rest; some hoary parent Alp, one might fancy, looking 
down to see that all went right among the younger branches. 

Lucy's eyes and soul feasted in silence on this prospect. 
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over which the warm tints of the setling sun cast a magical 
splendour of unspeakable effect. As the sense of the 
beauties amid which she lived grew every day strenger upon 
our sweet Enghsh girl, she gradually found out how empty 
and inadequate to express what she feit were those every- 
day set forms of admiration, of which she had been so 
profuse at first. Sir John, on the contrary, though long 
familiär with this scene, was enthusiastic in bis praises of it| 
ending with a lament that the Osteria was not on this side 
of the Cape of Bordighera. 

But the Gulf of Spedaletti, and the three well-knova 
head-lands to the east, found an eager advocate in Lucff 
who insisted on their superiority. She allowed that the view 
towards the coast of France was the more varied and exteft* 
sive of the two; but she declared that it wanted tiM 
harmonious unity and character of melancholy grandeor 
which marked the view from the Osteria. ^^ A painter,'' s»d 
Lucy, ''might prefer the former; but a poet, I am sure» 
would find the latter more suggestive of thoughts and im* 
ages going home to the heart.'* 

"Heyday !'' laughed Sir John, looking fondly and proudly 
at the fair Speaker, "is my pet going to turn poet herseif?" 

"Who knows?" retorted the smiling girl, with aguilty 
blush. Indeed, she feit as if she were. 

Between two richly wooded hillocks, a little to the west- 
ward of Bordighera, appeared the white Palazzino of the 
Count, now all in a purple glow. "There's a glorious Situa- 
tion for you,'' exclaimed Sir John, pointing it out to bis 
daughter. 

"The Count is a man of taste," said Antonio, "he chose 
the Site, and gave the plan of bis casino himself.'^ 

"He is a cleverer fellow, then, than I thought," observed 
the Baronet; "it Stands exactly where it ought.'* 

"Does it not?" replied the Doctor. " Transport it in 
Imagination any where eise, and it will lose something by the 
change." 

"What you say of the Count's casino, might be said,I 
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^think, of all the numerous towns and villages that we see 
from here/' said Lucy; "no one could wish them moved 
higher or lower, to the right or to the left, by way of making 
them look prettier or more picturesque. Even the most 
insignificant hamlet seems just where it looks best on its 
own account, and where it adds most to the effect of the 
whole. Do you not think so, Doctor Antonio?" 

"To such an impartial admirer," ans wer ed Antonio, 
snüling on her, "I may venture to say, that the race which 
inhabits this country is a race of unconscious artists. They 
possess an uncultivated but decided appreciation of the 
beautiful, the workings of which are as clearly traceable in 
the choice of a Situation, and the building of a town or 
village, as in the choice and arrangement of a flower in the 
woinen's hair. Perhaps Nature has so ordained it, that 
man's works should not be at odds with her own in this 
privileged land. If you observe the attitudes and gestures 
of these people, the way in which they mingle the colours, 
and the grace ^ith which they wear their simple costume, 
you will at once detect an inborn nicety of taste, for which 
they are indebted to the medium in which they live. Take, 
for instance, the head-gear of the men, nothing but a red 
pouch llned with brown, or the coloured kerchief which the 
women tie round their heads; can anything be more simple? 
yet see in how many different ways, and all picturesque, 
they contrive to wear them. The peasant girl, who carries 
on her head or under her arm the bündle of grass for her 
cow, never forgets to hang at one of its ends a bunch of red 
poppies, or of blue com-flowers, or any other flower of the 
season. How often I have seen Originals of Leopold Robertos 
two famous pictures herel^' 

"Are the women generally handsome?" asked Lucy. 

"Yes — that is, they have all the characteristics of a fine 
tacc," replied Antonio; "long, well-cut eyes, rieh hair, fine 
Hecks, on which the head is well placed, small wrists, ankles, 
md feet« But many of these beauties are lost or spoiled by 

Doctor Anionto^ 13 
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over-exertion, or neglect, their hair in particular. You have 
a good specimen of the women of this country in Speranza.'' 

"Ah! she is really very beautiful!'* exclaimed Luqr, with 
such enthusiasm, that Sir John stared, then said, — 

**Is she? well, it is odd that I never found it out.'' 

"That is because you have not looked enough at her, 
papa/' retorted Lucy, laughing. "If you had tried to diaw 
her picture twenty times, as I have done, you wouldha?e 
found out the exquisite purity and elegance of all the lincs 
about her." 

"Well done, Miss Lucy; where did you pick up all this 
fine artist's talk?" cried the somewhat amazed father. ''I 
suppose, Doctor Antonio, the medium you are so fond df 
talking about is affecting my little English girlf 

"Probably,'' answered the Doctor, with one of bis qmet 
smiles. "However, I agree with Miss Davenne. Sperama 
is a beauty; and I never see her washing her linen at tbe 
fountain, without thinking of Homer 's description of 
Nausicaa. If the rest of her person were as faultless as her 
head and her bust, Rosa's daughter might sit for a HebCi 
As it is , the going to the wood and carrying great weights, 
spoils the finest proportions." 

"I must take a good look of this beauty when we readi 
home," Said Sir John. 

The boat, now on its way back, was just opposite Bordi- 
ghera. " What is that on the height, a little way in front o£ 
the town," asked Lucy, "that looks like a bit of a ruinf" 

"It is, or rather was, an open battery. By the by, thcre 
is a Story in connexion with it, in which, as the English ait 
concemed, you may take an interest." 

"I hope it is not something against them," said Lucy. 

"Judge for yourself," replied the Doctor.— "On a calm 
day of July 1812, an English brig-of-war came in sight o£ 
Bordighera, and, with or without a motive, ran so closein 
shore as to place herseif under the battery of the town. 
Now, the officers in conunand of the batteries along the 
coast had precise Orders to fire upon all English vessds 
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to come within reach of cannon shot. The Riviera 
imes belonged, by right of the strengest, to France, 
ch lieutenant, who, at the head of a dozen men, 
l to be in command of this battery on this particular 
st July, must have been, to all appearance, a sober- 
Mtn, without a particle of "/wria Francese" in his 
r he saw the enemy's progress with perfect cool- 
l without making any hostile preparation. But a 

philosophical was far from suiting the good folks 
hera, who had reckoned on something better. It 
jvery day that brought to the quiet and rather duU 
)f the little town such a good Chance of sport and 
It as an English vessel to fire upon; and they were 
id to make the most of it. So they came in 
to the battery, and uproariously insisted that the 
ould carry into efFect the instructions he held, by 
ring upon the audacious brig. The lieutenant, not 

take upon himself the responsibility of a refusal, 
gnidging assent, but first, though every rope of 
lg was distinctly visible to the naked eye, he 
red the enemy through an immense spyglass; and 
lid the survey last, that it might have been sus- 
i was not without a secret hope that the vessel 

1 placed itself in his way, and in harm's way, would 
However, it did not; there it lay, as idle *as a 

hip upon a painted ocean.' There was nothing 
t, so the Order was given to load and fire an old 
rider. The aim was pretty good, since part of the 
»owsprit was demolished. Again the Frenchman 
rough his glass ; there was a great bustle on board 
änd then the boats were lowered, for an attack no 
d many were the curses that he launched at the 
Is who had brought him and themselves into such 

When lol instead of approaching the land, the 
5 observed to be towing the brig as fast as they 
of the little bay. You may imagine the triumphant 

of these Falstaffs of Bordighera; the huzzas with 

13' 
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which they celebrated their bloodless victoiy mast hafe 
l>een heard by tbose on board, thougb the piojectiles with 
which they were accompaiüed feil short of their aiin. 

*'One fine day, two months later, the same brig hove ia 
sight, making for Bordigbera in a veiy dedded manner, bot 
this time in Company with a small frigate and anothtr brig^ 
which came up rigbt and left, bringing their guns to bearso 
as to command the high road, and cut off any saccoiir eitbff 
from the side of Genoa or that of Nice. This done, the fint 
brig fired a broadside, but evidently not intended to do 
niuch barm, since only one man was killed. At the samC 
time, a hundred sailors and maiines were landed, and 
marched straight on the battery. The stmggle was ndtiMr 
long nor sanguinary ; the old eight-pounder was spiked,aiid 
the lieutcnant and bis dozen men locked into the gaant* 
rooin. It is said that only two out of the warlike dtixens 
were to be discovered in the town—the mayor, Mr. Giribald^ 
was one; the other a hero whose name is lost to histor]^ 
who, at sight of the red uniforms, fired bis gun at randoo^ 
and ran away. The English carried the mayor on boaid 
the frigatCy sentenced him to — an excellent dinner, and seilt 
him back in the evening in a very jovial State, the keyof 
the guard-room in bis pocket. Thus terminated the war 
between Bordigbera and Great Britain, for at sunrise tbe 
next morning, there was no trace of frigate or brigs.^' 

As the Doctor finished bis story, the latter part of wlüdi 
had tickled Sir John amazingly, the boat genUy foroDg its 
way through the sand, came to a füll stop also. Antooat 
jumped out and offered bis band to Lucy; but Lucyplaf 
fully put it aside, and sprang on shore without assistancfr 
Antonio uttered an exclamation of alarm. 

"Well done, Lucy!'* cried the Baronet, who had scet 
the whole transaction, and was highly amused by Antonio's 
rueful countenance. "Hai ha! the patient is assertingher 
indcpendcnce, and going to give her doctor the slip.'* 

What was there in these words, spoken without any 
tnulice prepense, nay, most good-humouredly, to cast a glooo 
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oVer Doctor Antonio's browl He evidently attached to them 

a meaning thcy had not. All men, even those with healthy, 

well-balanced minds, have their hours of over-sensitiveness, 

and it is probable that our Doctor was in one of those 

pleasant hours. He made no reply to Sir John's vivacious 

sally, and walkcd on alone. Lucy, with that quick percep- 

tiveness that affection gives, understood his silence, and, 

going up to his side, complained of being tired. Antonio 

immediately gave her his arm, and the three returned to the 

Osteria in unbroken silence. What party, large or small, 

and bent on a pleasure expedition, ever did return in the 

8elf*same mood in which they set out? Once at the house, 

Antonio took his leave, then suddenly coming back, said, 

with what was studied carelessness, "By the by, Sir John, 

I think this is your forty-eighth day of bondage." The 

ooloar üed from Lucy's cheek. 

"Is it?" asked Sir John, in some surprise. 
"Yes, and the day of your deliverance also," pursued 
Antonio, quickly. "It is my pleasant duty to teil you, that 
Miss Davenne is sufficiently recoverd to bear the fatigue of 
a joumey without danger or inconvenience." 

Wender of wonders! Sir John does not leap for joy at 
this announcement, does not throw himself, in a transport 
of gratitude, on his deliverer's neck, or madly shake his 
liand, but lets him depart with an embarrassed "Ah! indeed 
— vcry well, thank you," and follows Lucy into the house 
without another word. How is it that Sir John receives this 
longed-for piece of news with such marked coolness? Is he 
not the same man who, but a few weeks ago, would have 
willingly purchased his release from the wretched Osteria 
with half his year's income? No, Sir John is not the same 
man — Sir John is altered, Sir John has grown lazy, has no 
energy to take a resolution, lacks the courage to say "to- 
morrow, ncxt day, next week." The elderly gentleman has 
insensibly taken the colour of the medium in which he is 
Uving. The sky, the sea, the soft, sweet-scented air, have 
all told upon him also. Hannibal has found his Capua. 
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O Italy, fair Italy! thine is the imperishable spdl to 
soften and subdue all natures, howevcr rugged and rebd- 
lious; all on whom thy warm breath plays yield to thcc, 
Many have come to thee in hatred and defiance, lance in 
rest, who, no sooner had they tasted the sweet milk of thy 
breast, than they laid down their arms, blessed thee, and 
called thee "Mother/* Thy history is füll of such conquests, 
O parent land of many beauties and sorrows! 

Sir John sat down silently and moodily. Luqr's intcnt 
gaze seemed as if it would read bis innermost thoughts; and 
it was with anxious trepidation that she awaited the resolt 
of bis brown study. There was a frown on the Barond's 
forehead—the frown of a man at a loss to see dearly into 
bis own miiid and feelings. Light dawned on himatlast^ 
and showed bim the inconvenience of leaving Bordigbera 
just then. His collection of plants for Davenne wasnotytf 
completed, and really Lucy's health was so improved, it 
would be a pity to go away without some pressing necessity; 
and since Aubrey could not be in London before the end ci 
August at the soonest, it might be as well to let Luqr have 
as long as possible of the air which seemed to suit her. As 
he came to this conclusion, Sir John's features relaxed, and 
brightened like those of a man who had solved a riddlei 
"After all," said he, rising, "it is pleasant to know that we 
can go away whenever we like, though I see no reason for 
setting off at once, as Doctor Antonio proposes^ unless ny 
darling wishes to do so.'* 

"Oh, no, papal pray, let us stay a little longer/' replied 
Lucy, eagerly— "we are so comfortable here." 

" Oh ! comfortable, comfortable ! " muttered the Baronet, 
with a Comic mixture of testiness and satisfaction; "formy 
part, I confess I do not see these great comforts, unless the 
prospect of being broiled alive in this furnace of a country, 
which will be the case in a few days, be one in yoar 
eyes. However, before it gets too hot, we shall lucküy 
be gone." 

Sir John involuntarily sighed, and, quite reconciled to 
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lumself by this little tirade^ he left the room, without any 
suspicion that his daughter had sighed also, and from 
the depths of her young innocent heart, at the thought of 
leaving the Osteria. Sir John was no exception to the 
nde, that all papas and mammas have exactly that sort of 
nght, which distinguishes objects at a distance clearly, 
i^e they need spectacles to see those under their very 
liose. 

Thus it came to pass, that two hours later, as Sir John 
«as arranging his pieces on the chess-board, (Lucy having 
letired for the night,) he said to the taciturn Doctor, — "So 
Jon really think, Doctor Antonio, that this climate agrees 
JMUticularly well with my daughter?'* 

Antonio looked with some surprise at his interlocutor, 
«rcn paused an instant before answering, "You have only 
to compare the Miss Davenne of to-day with the Miss 
Davenne of a few weeks ago, to be able to answer the ques- 
don yourself ; no more cough, colour good, sleep and appe- 
tite both excellent— " 

**It is your opinion, then,'* persisted Sir John, "that a 
longer stay here may tend to strengthen her Constitution?'* 

Antonio feit an ahnost irresistible Impulse to knock over 
table and chess-board to give the unsuspecting Englishman 
n hearty hug, — fathers of lovely daughters have no idea 
rf the perils they run,— but gloriously conquered himself, 
and answered with proper professional dignity, "I have no 
doubt of it. This climate is as healthy as any in the world; 
and regulär, quiet habits, and the absence of all excitement, 
are the resd panacea for such delicate persons as Miss 
Davenne. A course of sea-baths during the hot season 
vould, I am sure, do her good.'* 

"In that case," replied the Baronet, "I suppose we must 
manage to remain here a little longer; now for our game, it 
b your tum to begin." 

They played three games that evening. Sir John was so 
kind as to be wonderfully surprised at winning them all 
three. Antonio all the way to Bordighera sang, ^'O bell' 
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alma innamorata,'' with an energy and expresnon Üiat did! 
credit to his lungs and musical taste* 



CHAPTER XIV. 

Sicily. 

Late on a warm summer evening, Sir John, Lucy, and 
Antonio, sat on the balcony, listening to the nightingalesaiid 
watching the progress of the slow sinking moon. As the 
bright disk, lingering for a while on the top of the hill d 
Bordighera, shot, through its thick screen of trees, streanis 
of light that quivered like fire, Lucy uttered a little cryoC. 
delight. 

<^Is not that like a volcano?'' asked she; '^I never str 
one, but I fancy it must be like that,'' and she pointed tD 
the hill. 

*^You are right," said Antonio: ^^it is so similar thatit 
seems as though I were looking on my old familiär Etna w, 
miniature. It recalls to me many a happy night, whefli 
seated on the terrace-roof of my home in Catania, I watched 
the solemn signs of an impending eruption, and dreamed 
bright waking dreams of the future. The present," he con- 
tinued, with a sad smile, ^^bears as little likeness to my 
dreaming as the red-hot liquid to the cold lava, that tbe 
lazzaroni shape into fanciful Ornaments to catch a few '^om' 
from strangers." 

This led to many a question from Lucy, and answers 
from the Doctor, about Etna, Catania, and Sicily, in the 
course of which Antonio had more than once occasion to 
stigmatize, in strong terms, what he called the mismanage- 
ment of his unfortunate native Island. Sir John could not 
hear this without entering his protest. "Come, come, bc 
just," remonstrated the Baronet; "are kings, in a question 
which is one of life and death to them, to be allowed no 
right of self-defence?" 

"Put your question the other way, and you will be nearcr 
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tlle marlr," retorted Antonio; "Is a nation to be allowed no 
right of protecting and defending its liberties and in- 
dependcnce?" 

"Certainly," said the Baronet; **but you go too far, too 
far by a great deal; if kings are sometimes driven to ex- 
tremitiesy whose fault is it but that of the party with whom 
there is no possible transaction, I mean the ultra-democratic 
party, that will be satisfied with nothing short of implanting 
republics on the ruins of every throne?" 

"Ultra-democratic party! republics!" exclaimed An- 
tonio, in unfeigned amazement. "Who ever dreamed of a 
republic in Sicily? If we ever come to that, and it may be 
the case some day, it will be the Bourbons' own doing. The 
Sicilians are an essentially monarchical people ; their tradi- 
tions, habits, and customs are deeply rooted in monarchy. 
We owe our free institutions to kings, and through a long 
line of kings was Sicily respected and happy. When the 
storm of 1789 swept the Bourbons of Naples from off their 
Continental dominions, where did they find safe shelter, 
assistance of all kind and devoted hearts, but in faithful, 
loyal Sicily? For all which what return they made the world 
knows. And who helped us to consolidate our political 
edifice, I mean who assisted in the framing of our Constitu- 
tion of 1812 — that Constitution in the name and defence of 
which Sicilians have been struggling and dying for the last 
cight-and-twenty years — but monarchical Great Britain?" 

"Have you, then, a Parliament like ours?" asked Lucy. 

" We had," answered Antonio, sadly. 

"And why has it been abolished?" inquired Lucy. "You 
promised to teil me all about Sicily some day— pray, do so 
now.** 

**That was a rash promise," said Antonio, with a half 
smile, "the fulfilment of which would amount to nothing 
less than giving you a summary of Sicilian history, and I 
scarcely think your patience, or Sir John's, would last out 
ihe triaL" However, Lucy insisted, Sir John expressed his 
wiUingness, and Antonio yielded. (The reader who objects 
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to history in a work of fiction, has only to slip over the rest 
of the present chapter.) 

"Sicilian liberties,"* said Antonio, "are contemporaneons 
with those of England. As early as in the eleventh Century, 
Sicily, under the auspices ofa Norman Prince, like England, 
settled the foundations of her freedom and independencei 
The national sovereignty resided, de facio^ in the Parliament, 
who disposed of the crown of the island, and no prince evei 
considered his title good or his power secure^ unless based 
on an election by Parliament. The great objection feit to 
the Princes of the House of Anjou, was on the score that 
they were imposed by the Pontiff, and not elected by the 
nation. This, and no othcr, was the origin of the Irritation, 
which exploded in the Sicilian Vespers (1282). It was the 
Parliament who, of its own free will, called to the throne the 
line of Arragon, in the person of Peter, and at a later period 
the Castilian, in that of Ferdinand the Catholic And it is 
not amiss to note, that, at the death of the latter, his suo 
cessor, Charles the Fifth, was not immediately acknow- 
ledged; was not tili 15 18 that he received the investiture 
from the Parliament, and swore, like his predecessors, to 
maintain intact the immunities and free customs of Sicily* 
It may seem stränge that the Sicilian Autonomy passed vidp 
scorched through the fire of three centuries of union with 
Spain, but our wonder will cease when we reflect that the 
bond between Spain and Sicily was rather nominal thaii 
real, and that during this whole period, the Island preservcd 
its own national representation, its own laws, its own ad« 
ministration, flag, coin, and army. At the war of succession 
in the beginning of the last Century, the throne of Sidlj 
was disputed along with all the other dominions of th< 
deceased Charles the Second of Spain. The Treaty 
Utrecht gave Sicily to Victor Amadeas of Savoy, who, by J 

* Memoire Historique sur les Droits Politiques de la Sidle, par MBI 
Bonaccorsi et Lumia. La Sicile et les Bourbons , par M. Amari, M embre d) 
Parlement Sicilien. Gli Ultimi Rivolgimenti Italiani, Memorie Storiche < 
F. A. Gualterio. Vol. IV. 
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special clause ofthat Treaty, was bound 'to approve, con- 
firm, and ratify, all the Privileges, immunities, customs, &c., 
enjoyed by the island.' Thus the liberties of Sicily came 
to form part of the public right of Europe. But the sway of 
Victor Amadeus was of short duration, for, a little more 
than twexity years after, Cardinal Alberoni succeeded in 
tricking the Duke of Savoy out of Sicily, which once more 
of its own free-will united itself to the fortunes of Spain. 
The Bourbons began their rule by a scrupulous observance 
of the fundamental compact, and the two kingdoms of 
Naples and Sicily continued to be as independent and dis- 
tinct, the one from the other, as during the reig^ of Philip 
the Second. When Charles the Third received at Palermo, 
in 1735, the crown of Sicily, and the homage of the National 
Representation, he in his tum took the oath of fidelity to 
the Constitution. And so did his son and successor, Fer- 
dinand, who assumed the style of Ferdinand the Third of 
Sicily and Fourth of Naples, in order that the distinction of 
the two kingdoms should be made clear to all the world. 

"The first years of his reign, under the guidance of the 
enlightened Tannucci, (Ferdinand was eight years of age 
when placed on the throne,) gave general satisfaction as far 
as regaxds Sicily, and this explains how the storm of 1789 
passed over the island without disturbing its tranquillity. 
Happy and secure in a Constitution, which gave her the 
power of reform by pacific means, when necessary, why 
should she take part in a struggle that could bring her no- 
thing better than what she already possessed? Meanwhile 
the thrones of Continental Europe were shaken from their 
foundations, and none more so than the Neapolitan. Will 
it be believed that this was the moment chosen to aim a 
blow at our secular Uberties, and thus estrange the faithful 
Sicilians from their Sovereign? The Neapolitan Govern- 
ment had joined the coalition against France, and set about 
raising money, that great sinew of war. Our Parliament 
was accordingly applied to for a monthly grant of twenty 
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thousand ounces (ten thousand pounds Sterling) for as long 
as might be required. The Sicilian Parliament was com- 
posed of three parts, hraccia we call them, that is, three 
arms or branches of the State; the nobility, the dergy, and, 
thirdly, the tenants of the Crown. A majority of the whole 
was required for the validity of any measure. The dcrgy 
and nobility did not oppose the grant, but they objected to 
there being no period specified for its duration. The de- 
pendants of the Crown alone voted the supply without re- 
striction. King Ferdinand, by an audacious Stretch of 
power, ordered that the vote of his tenants should stand 
good for that of the whole Parliament. This first attack oa 
our rights, however, feil to the ground of itself ; for just as 
a fierce resistance was on the eve of breaking out, the 
defeat of the Austro-Neapolitan army, under General Made 
leaving Naples at the mercy of the French, compelled the 
Court and its adherents to take refuge on board the English, 
ships of war then in the bay. 

"After having escaped many dangers onland, the Royal 
fugitives had to encounter the perils of the sea. Two days 
after their embarkation a violent storm arose, during which 
one of the young princes expired ; but at length the rest were 
safely landed at Palermo. *Men of Palermo,' cried Queen 
Caroline, as she stepped on ihe pier, *will you receive your 
Queen? ' At that moment all past grievances were forgotten, 
a general enthusiasm prevailed, and Ferdinand and Caroline 
were conducted in a sort of triumph to the Royal Palace, 
where they were soon surrounded by all their accustomed 
luxury. The inhabitants of Palermo could not do enough 
for their Majesties, — ^horses, carriages, plate, and money 
were supplied in abundance. The SiciHans feit confident 
that this arrival among them was to cement a firmer union, 
and secure a more permanent good understanding between 
the nation and the Sovereign. They were speedily un- 
deceived. But of this period of four years, from 1799 to 
1802, when, at the Peace of Amiens, the Royal family were 
restored to the throne of Naples, I shall say nothing, as it 
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^ould be only giving the same picture, but with subducd 
colours, which I shall have to paint hereafter. 

"In the year 1806, Ferdinand and his family were obliged 
once more to fly to Sicily. Like to all the Bourbons, ex- 
pcrience and misfortune preached in vain to this Royal pair. 
Holding, as they did, to the hope of reconquering Naples by 
tbe aid and resources of Sicily, it would have seemed but 
Satural that they should carefuÜy avoid, if only out of policy, 
Burting the feelings of the islanders. But quite the contrary« 
First of all, the Court laid violent hands on the Monii di Pietä, 
the patrimony of the poor. The money invested in the bank 
on Government security by private individuals was next 
seized; the property of absentees, whether that of friends or 
foes mattered nothing, was confiscated; and the sums thus 
collected went to fatten the Neapolitan dmigr^s, who swarmed 
at Court, and who, according to a grave historian, CoUetta, 
were nothing better than 'rogues, cowards, the worst con- 
sdences of the kingdom.' Every post in the Administration, 
(and remember the Court was in Sicily,) every office, every 
Charge, every honour was bestowed on Neapolitans, and 
Neapolitans alone. A System of political delation was 
organized. No public place, no drawing-room, but was in- 
fested by spies; the very privacy of families was not safe 
from their intrusion. The Government snifTed Jacobins 
cverywhere. A person was iiuprisoned solely because he 
had often been seen to converse with a friend of his, who 
had been exiled on the Charge of Jacobinism,— pro crebris 
corwersationibus. A Citizen was banished for having read a 
certain newspaper with pleasure ,—|)ro lecturä Gazeitarum 
cum delectatione, There was no end to the petty vexations 
exercised against those who wore whiskers and pantaloons^ 
both considered as the outward signs of Jacobinism. 

**King Ferdinand was one of the weakest of the Spanish 
Bourbons : so that he could hunt or fish with his low asso- 
ciates, be the King of Nimrods, or Lazzaroni, he little cared 
who enacted the part of King of the Two Sicilies. His wife, 
the absolute^ iron-willed, unscrupulous Caroline of Austria^ 
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niled him oompletdy. This ambitioos woman could not 
make up her mind to tfae loss of the Neapolitan throne. The 
rapid and immense success and fortune of the Napoleon 
dynasty depri ving her at last of all hope of regainmg Naples 
by the sole help of the Sidlians, and of a few English vessels, 
she bethought herseif of trying a new experiment She 
entered into a secret negotiation with Napoleon himse)( 
through the medium of her niece, Maria Louisa. Napokon 
kept her at bay some time, holding out hopes that he woold 
finally restore Naples to her, and give her the Mardi of 
Ancona into the bargain, provided she managed to get rid 
of the English. 

^If the Bourbons of Naples still wore a crown, it ivas, 
undoubtedly, thanks to the English, and it was not for those 
reaping the advantage to argue, whether there was more of 
self-interest than generosity in the Opposition offered bf 
England to France, wherever it was found possible. That 
an English fleet had saved the king and royal family in 1799; 
that English blood had been freely shed at Maida, and Eng- 
lish gold freely spent for them, (from 1805 the king had re- 
ceived a yearly subsidy of three hundred and eighty thoo- 
sand poundsy which was raised to four hundred thousand in 
1809;) that from ten to fifteen thousand English soldiers 
were in the island for their protection — all these werc 
notorious facts. It was natural to expect, at least, a candid 
policy from those accepting of these favours. But neither 
common gratitude nor common honesty were thedistinguisb- 
ing attributes of Ferdinand and his queen. The English did 
at last get scent of Caroline's machinations. The details 
are up to this day shrouded in mystery, but damning proofs 
of their reality exist among the papers in the Foreign Office 
at Paris. 

"Up to 1810, England remained an attentive but passive 
looker-on of all that was passing in the island ; that yeari 
however, she roused herseif to action. Lord Amherst was 
recalled, and Lord William Bentinck sent in his place as 
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Minister Plenipotentiary from Great Britain, and Com- 
niander-in-Chief of the British forces in the Mediterranean. 

^The English Ambassador found Palermo in a high State 
of exdtementy occasioned by a new outrage committed by 
tiie Court on the very eve of his arrival. The large sums 
voted by the Sicilian Parliament the year before being ex- 
liaiisted, the King, urged on by his Camarilla, resolved on 
obtaining fresh supplies without troubling the representa- 
tives of the country. For this end, the Council of State, 
composed, with one Single exception, of Neapolitans, was 
convened, and from its deliberation emanated the three 
Decrees which threw Palermo into such a ferment. By the 
first, all the landed property of religious bodies and of 
parishes was arbitrarily declared to be Crown property; and 
in Order more promptly to realize the value, a second decree 
oiganized a lottery, in which the lands aforesaid were to be 
the prizes. The third established a tax of one per cent. on 
aU sales of whatever kind. 

''The indignation at these measures was general, and 
P^diament acted as the mouthpiece of this Indignation. 
Forty-three of the nobles of the Baronial branch signed an 
energetic protestation, and had it laid before the King. He 
did not make them wait long for an answer. In the night of 
the 5th July 181 1, the Princes of Belmonte, Castelnuovo, 
Villa Franca, Aci, and the Duke d'Angio, considered as the 
Hngleaders of the Opposition, were arrested, and embarked 
^Dr different prisons in the neighbouring Islands. 

''It was just at this crisis that Lord William Bentinck 
appeared, and his advent was hailed by the Sicilians as that 
of a saviour. While on one side he did his best to calm the 
{lopalar effervescence, on the other he made energetic 
tepresentations to the King and ministers, on the impru- 
dence and folly of the course they had entered upon, — but 
b vain. 'That fat serjeant,' said the Queen, who had taken 
a hatred of him, 'was sent here by the Prince Regent to 
make his bow to the King, and not to lay down the law.' 
Unable to overcome this obstinacy, Lord William went back 



2o8 DOCTOR ANTONIO. 

to England to explain to the Cabinet of Saunt James's the 
actual State of afiairs in Sicily. After a six weeks' absence 
he retumed to Palermo , and this time with füll poweisto 
adopt any measures he deemed advisable. The EDgUshman 
was not one to let himself be made a fool of ; so finding thit 
the Conferences, to which he was continually smnmonedby 
king, queen, and heir-apparent, led to no answers of tot 
very categorical demands he had presented, he cut the 
matter short by very decided conduct on bis own part. He 
began by suspending the supplies of money fumished \ff 
England to the royal family, established bis bead-quartos 
at Palermo, and brought thither some of the English troops 
from Messina. These steps producing no effect,he threateüd 
to put himself at the head of bis army, take Palermo, seiie 
the King and Queen, and send them off to London. As Lord 
William was known to be a man to keep bis word, thebnsi- 
ness was soon settled. The King had an official iÜness, and 
naming the Prince-Royal Vicar- General of the kingdom, he 
went for change of air to bis Park of Ficuzza. The Qaeen 
also left Palermo; the command of the Sicilian army was 
given to Lord William; the five barons were set at liberty, 
and the illegal decrees annulled. At the same time, the 
three branches of the Legislature were called together for 
the avowed purpose of reforming the Constitution. 

"The Prince-Vicar opened Parliament in person, and 
after a speech on the subject of the intended changes, pro- 
posed the Constitution of Great Britain as guide for that 
now contemplated for Sicily. The first meeting of Parlia- 
ment, prolonged through the whole of the night, andeven 
part of the next day, will always be marked in our annalsas 
bearing witness to the patriotic devotion of all its membexs. 
The clergy, renouncing their privileges, agreed to unite 
themselves to the barons, so as to form one Chamber of 
peers. The barons on their side gave up all those he- 
reditary rights, of which, from time immemorial, they had 
shown themselves so jealous. On that night feudality ceased 
to exist in Sicily. Twelve articles, after long debates, were 
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igreed to, as those on which to raise the new Constitution. 
As the Sovereign's sanction was necessary, the Parliament, 
QDwiUing to run the risk of future subterfuge, prayed the 
hince-Vicar to obtain the King's approbation before affix- 
iBg his own Signatare. The Prince wrote a letter to the 
King to.that effect, and in the margin of this letter the King 
wrote with his own hand, ^This being in conformity to my 
Intention^ I authorize you to do it.' 

^Notwithstanding this, the Court party was busy hatch- 
li^ a plot against the openly approved of reform. A day was 
fixed on for the King to go to the Church of St. Francis, 
to retum thanks for his recovery; and under cover of this 
pietexty a demonstration against the Constitution was to be 
nade. But the royal conspirators had forgotten to take 
Lord William Bentinck into their reckoning. Some artillery 
appeared in the streets, and there was a military parade, — 
iignificant hints that stifled the demonstration in its birth. 
Thß King gave up St. Francis, and contented himself with 
Baying his prayers at home. But the lesson was lost upon 
tum, or rather upon the incorrigible Caroline. Nothing 
daunted, she prepared another coup-de-main^ for the execu- 
tion of which she trusted to the Sicilian troops stationed at 
Trapani and Corleone. The object in contemplation was to 
get rid at once of the English and the Constitution. But 
Lord William was once more too much for her. All attempts 
at persuasion proving unavailing, coercive measures were 
nsorted to. A regiment of cavalry, to begin with, sur- 
rounded the Royal dwelling during the night, and blockaded 
it completely. Then only, and not tili after many a shift 
>nd evasion, did Ferdinand yield to stem necessity, and 
agree to Lord William's conditions, which were, — That the 
(^en should leave Sicily at once; that the Government 
^uld be once more confided to the Prince Royal; and that 
the alter ego conferred upon him should be without re- 
ttriction. 

**This victory over the Court party, together with the 
tf)sence of the Queen, restored sometlüng like tranquiUity 

Doctor Antonio. I4 
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to the country. During this calm, the Parliament continoed 
its work of reform, and several important clauses were added 
to the Constitution, — among them one regulating the su& 
cession to the Crown, and establishing the independence of 
Sicily. The article is literally as follows:— *In the evcntof 
the King of Sicily recovering the throne of Naples, er indedi 
acquiring any other Crown, he shall be bound to put inhis 
place, upon the throne of Sicily, his eldest son, or he shaß 
leave his son in the Island, and give it up to him, dedaringf 
from the present date , Sicily independent of Naples and of 
all other kingdoms or govemments.' In May 1 8 13, the Con- 
stitution of 1812, as it was called, was promulgated, and 
Lord William Bentinck, believing his task finished in Sicfly» 
went to Spain. His back, however, was scarcely tuinedi 
when the new political edifice was vigorously attacfked. 
Though Queen Caroline was absent, her spirit still mied at 
Coiu't; and not only was every effort made to throw discredit 
on the Constitution, but everything was tried to exdtethe 
populär mind against the English. Lord William Bentind 
returned in time to reconquer the g^ound lost in his ab- 
sence, but he was soon ordered to Leghorn and Genoa. It 
was as though the good genius of Sicily had departed with 
him. 

"I shall leave undescribed the hand-to-hand strugglefor 
and against liberty that ensued between the nation and tbe 
king, and hasten to the catastrophe. After the fall of Napo- 
leon, the English evacuated Sicily. Then followed the ncgo* 
tiations at Vienna, the surprise of the Emperor^s retum, the 
stir and tumult of the hundred days, and the final victoryof 
the Allies. Murales dethronement, decided on at Vienna, 
restored to the Bourbons their dominions on terra firma^2sA 
Ferdinand, leaving the heir-apparent at Palermo, wental 
once to Naples. The signing of the general Treaty ofth« 
Congress of Vienna took place in June 181 5, and in Decem- 
ber of the following year appeared those two famous edicts 
Avhich erased the name of Sicily, as an independent king 
dom^ from the map of Europe. 
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^^By the first of these edicts, purporting to be based on 
tlie I04th article of the Treaty of Vienna, Ferdinand cancelled 
the separate titles under which he had reigned over Naples 
md Sicily, adopted the style of Ferdinand the First of the 
onited kingdom of the Two Sicilies^ and by uniting the two 
crowns annihilated at one blow the independence, the na- 
tional Üag, and coin of the island. By the second, with a 
Strange want of logic, the Constitution was at once sup- 
pressed and maintained, for the king, while claiming as bis 
royal prerogative the right of fixing the taxes^ nevertheless 
engaged himself never to raise their amount beyond the 
6gare decided on by the Parliament of 1813. *No increase^ 
(such were the words used) ^can take place without the con- 
sent of Parliament.' 

^I Said that the first decree purported to be based on an 
artide (i04th) of the Treaty of Vienna. I should have said 
pretended^ for, after all, it was a quibble. The terms used 
in the Treaty were these: — 'King Ferdinand the Fourth is 
re-established, himself , bis heirs, and successors, on the 
tiirone of Naples, and hereby recognised by the Powers as 
King of the kingdom of the Two Sicilies.' Now this arrange- 
nient could neither in its form nor substance affect Sicily. 
The agents sent by Ferdinand to Vienna were sent to discuss 
an affair purely personal to himself— bis restoration, namely, 
to bis lost throne of Naples. The interests of Sicily were 
not mixed up in this matter— Sicily had nothing to do or to 
•ay to the Congress of Vienna— had not even a representa- 
tive there. The King and the Chevalier Medici figured be- 
fere it solely on account of the Neapolitan dominions. This 
b so true, that it was only as Ferdinand the Fourth of 
Naples, and not under the conjoined title of Ferdinand the 
rhird of Sicily, that the king was named in the acts of the 
Congress. It is also to be presumed, that, if the Powers as- 
lembled at Vienna had really intended to merge the two 
coimtries into one, they would have declared such an inten- 
fion clearly and without circumlocution, as they did when 
fhe annexation of Warsaw to Russia, Belgium to Holland^ 

14* 
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and Genoa to Piedmont, was stipulated. It is to be sop- 
posed, that the conditions of such a union, as in tiie otfatf 
casesy would have been specified. Nothing of this is to be 
found in the Art. i04th« It simply says, 'Ferdinand is le- 
cognised as King of the kingdom of the Two Sidlies.' Can 
it be seriously argued for a moment, that the form of tbe 
Singular given to the word kmgdom instead of the plural-a 
Single letter more or less in a word—be sufBcient grounds 
to go on to destroy a right founded on agesT 

''So much for Sidlian independence. As for Sidfiaa 
libertiesy Ferdinand had provided himself with a plausible 
pretext for getting rid of them in a treaty secretly concladed 
with Austria. By this treaty it was dedared that 'Ifis 
Majesty the King of the Two Sicilies, in resuming the 
government of his kingdom, shall not acünit any innovition 
which can interfere in any way with the andent monardiical 
institutions, or with the System and principles adopted by 
His Imperial and Royal Majesty in the internal government 
of his Italian (theLombardo-Venetian) provinces.' Had this 
Convention been aimed against the Sidlian Constitution, it 
would only have been one proof more of Ferdinand's pc^ 
fidy and treachery, and could never have been considered 
as binding on Sidly. But the words of the Treaty prov« 
that only Naples was and could be meant. The possessioo 
of the kingdom, and the changes to be or not to be effected, 
were spoken of in the future. Now, in the first place, Fer- 
dinand had never lost anything in Sicily, the Prince-Vicar 
having administered the affairs of the Island as his delegate; 
and secondly, the changes in Sicily had been consummated 
three years previous to the above Convention; and far from 
being incompatible with monarchical institutions, theyhad 
been made with the view of re-establishing the monarchyin 
its former conditions, and of restoring to vigour laws which 
had been swom to by thirty monarchs, one after the othcr. 
But of what avail is right without might? Those who had 
the power would not use it in our behalf. The English 
Cabinet haggled a little with the Neapolitan Ministers as to 



SICILY. 213 

tfae mbre or less of nominal Privileges to be left us, but on 
the main point, independence, we were abandoned to our 
fiite''-. 

Sir John here made a movement as if about to speak, but 
tlie Italian resumed, with a smile — 

"1 am only repeating historical facts, Sir John. The 
feult of what happened, perhaps, lies less with individuals 
than with the circumstances of the time. Peace was the 
great desideratum of Europe, and to that desire Sicily was 
sacrificed. When I say sacrificed, I am only echoing opinions 
publicly held and expressed , both in and out of the British 
Farliament, bydistingulshed fellow-countrymen of your own. 
Lord William Bentinck , than whom no better authority on 
the subject, said, in June 1821^ — 'What I complain of is, that 
liberty was not given to a people to whom it was promised. 
In fact, I look on our national honour as pledged to see the 
promise fulfilled. As to the Instructions sent from England, 
I must own that^ had I framed them myself, even the deep 
interest I f eel in the Sicilians, could have suggested nothing 
better. But what has been done to enforce these instruc- 
tionsT Nothing. Received with hope and joy by the Sici- 
lians, by what were they followed? By the union of the two 
kingdoms. This Act of Union was not a mere violation, it 
was the complete overthrow of the Sicilian Constitution. It 
aimihilated the rights of the nation, and made Sicily a pro- 
▼ince of Naples/ I cannot vouch for these being Lord Wil- 
liaxn's exact words, as I am quoting from memory/' con- 
tinued the Doctor, ^'but I am positive as to their meaning. 
Sir James Mackintosh was another who took a similar view 
of the subject. But enough of this. 

^Do I need to say that Parliament was never assembled^ 
and that both the ]etter and the spirit of the so-called con- 
cession of 18 16 were daily infringed? Public Irritation in- 
creased with each passing hour, and an outbreak was at 
hand, when the Revolution of 1820 exploded at Naples, and 
was foQowed by the proclamation of the Constitution of 
Spain« The moment seemed favourable to the Sicilians for 
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tbe secuxiDgof Üidranäent mdcp endenoe bfpeaoefmlaieaiis« 
A deplorable misunderstiiKlhigy bowevcr, bnM^t on aool* 

lision between tbe people and the KeapoCtin soldiqs qnar' 
tered in Palenno^ in wbich tbe former weie victois. A pio- 
visional Junta was formed, witb üall powe i s to dedde on die 
best measures for re-establishing tbe iodepefidcnoe of tiie 
Island. Tbis Junta sent a depntation to tbe Kjd^ at Naplet 
to demand an independent Government Ibr Sicily, witb tbe 
Prince-Royal at tbe bead of iL Tbese demands were not 
listened to* Tbe Neapolitan Pax^iament daimed to absoib 
Sicily in tbe name of two very opposite principles: — ttt^ tbe 
divine rigbt of tbe king, confinnied by tbe Treaty of Yiennaf 
ZfUy^ tbe rigbt of democracy, wbicb could not aliow so aristo- 
cratic a Constitution as tbat of 1812 to subsist in Sidly. Vvf 
fortunately tbe island was divided against itself by tbe 
Partisans of tbe Constitution of Sidly and of tiiat of Spain* 
An army was sent from Naples, and in tbe montb of Sep- 
tember tbe siege of Palermo was commenced. After a fort« 
nigbt of obstinate figbting, a capituladon was signed, whidi 
left to tbe Sidlian Parliament tbe Solution of tbe question 
of independence. But the Parliament of Naples took upon 
itself to annul tbis capitulation, as one disbonouring tbe 
Neapolitan army; it retained, nevertbeless, tbe arms and 
fortifications wbicb bad been given up in virtue of tbe 
agreement, Wbile the two countries were tbus quarrelling 
witb each other, what was King Ferdinand doing? He was 
gone to Laibach and Troppau to solidt Austrian inter« 
ierence against tbat very Constitution to wbicb be bad so 
solemnly swom in the montb of July of 1820. Wbat mat- 
tcred one perjury more or less to the old King? A few 
months afterwards the Austrians occupied Naples and Sidly, 
and the two countries who bad not been able to agree to 
live respectively free^ now groaned under tbe yoke of a 
common slavery. 

''Ferdinand died in 1825. He was succeeded by bis soa 
Francis, who, as Prince-Royal, bad taken tbe oaths to tbe 
Constitution of 1812, in 1820 to tbat of Spain, wbo bad even 
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participated in the armed protestation against the foreign 
occupation of 1821. But in ascending the throne, Francis I. 
lost bis memory, and followed without hesitation in the 
patemal footsteps. The whole five years this reign lasted, 
the Government was floundering in a bog. The spread of 
corruption, both at Naples and in Sicily, was incredible. 
Everything was to be bought, everything to be sold; offices, 
bonoursy titles, even justice itself, was in the market. VigUa, 
the King's valet, and Caterina de Simone, the Queen's First 
Camerista, were the two most influential persons of the 
kmgdom, and through them most of the infamous bargains 
were concluded. The King did not attempt to veil his 
cognizance of all that was going on; he was, on the contrary, 
profuse of his cynical witticisms on the subject. In 1828, 
the World had proof that he was to the füll as cruel as he 
was despicable. An attempt at insurrection in the town of 
Cosenza and in the province of Salerno, was literally 
quenched in blood. By order of Del Carretto, the King's 
other seif, the little town of Bosco was cannonaded tili it was 
reduced to ruins, and then a column of infamy raised to 
shew where once it stood. The last days of Francis are 
Said to have ben tormented by vain remorse. He died in 
1830, leaving to Ferdinand, the reigning king, a degraded, 
impoverished, and highly irritated kingdom. 

^Young Ferdinand's early measures (he was scarcely 
twenty) augured welL Most of the ministers, creatures, and 
fiivourites of the late King were gradually dismissed; Viglia 
was sent away; days of public audience were established; 
and a manifesto issued declaring it to be Ferdinand's deter- 
mination to restore order to the dilapidated finances of the 
country. These were most populär measures. Nor was Sicily 
left without her quota of promises. It was the King's inten- 
tion, as distinctly stated in his manifesto, 'to seek to heal 
the wounds infiicted on Sicily by his father and g^andfather.' 
The dismissal of the Marquis della Favara, lieutenant- 
general of the Island, a man universally detested, and the 
appointment in his stead of the Count of Syracuse, his 
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Majesty's own brother, made the good islanders believe 
that the new Sovereign was in eamest Consequenüy, 
when in 1831 he visited Sicily, his reception was most 
enthusiastic. Unfortunately the sequel belied the com* 
mencement. What had appeared pure love of justice, was in 
truth mere kingcraft. The shock of the Revolution of tbs 
three days in France was still reverberating throughoot 
Europa, and our King was wise enough to see the exptdieocf 
of soothing and conciliating the people, still under Üie smirt 
of the ignoble misgovemment of Francis. 

^'But as the danger diminished, so did the king resmiie 
his natural disposition. The first Symptom of the reactioB 
which was taking place inFerdinand's mind, was the nominft- 
tion of Del Carretto, the exterminator of Bosco, as minister 
of police. This fatal man^ and Monsignor Code, the king's 
confessor, soon acquired a complete ascendency ovo: the 
young monarch. Jesuitism''^ and the police became presently 
the two corner-stones of the State. Everything had bccn 
marketable in the preceding reign — matters were no better 
now— Monsignor Code and Del Carrelto playing the part of 
the ci'devant Cameriere and Cameiista, The punishment of 
flogging, which had been first known in the Two Sicilies 
during the Austrian occupation of 1821, was re-established 
under the present administration. It was not long ere aU 
the new-bom illusions of the Sicilians vanished. The Govern- 
ment seemed imbued with the desire of poisoning rather 
than healing old wounds. Our Parliament was no more 
spoken of than if such a thing had never existed— it was a 
crime only to name it; yet the taxes had risen far beyond 
the amount fixed by the Decree of December 1816, and in 
spite of the engagement entered into that they should not 
be augmented without the consent of Parliament» The 

* The king*s infatuation for this famoos order went so far in subseqnent 
yean, as to appoint , by a Royal Rescript, its founder , St. Ignatius de Loyohf 
field-marshal of the army , with the pay and appurtenances attached to the 
rank. The money was actually paid to the Chief House of Jesuits at Naples. 
See Gli Ultimi Rivolgimenti lialiani , Memorie Sioriche^ di P. A. Gttsl^ 
ttrio. Vol. IV. chap. xlix. p. 75. Florence, Feiice Le Monnier^ 1859. 
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abrapt recall of die Count of Syracuse^ in 1835, brought the 
populär discontent to a climax. 

^In the Summer of 1836, the cholera made its appearance 
at Naples. Up to that time, the quarantine regulations be- 
tween Naples and Sicily had been extremely severe and 
▼exatious. But when the terrible scourge was actually in 
Naples, the sanitary cordons so strictly maintained while it 
was still as far off as Russia^ were all at once disregarded 
and neglected. This inconsistency gave rise to a very 
imiversal belief, that the King and his ministers were in 
leag^e to send the cholera into Sicily. The epidemic reached 
Palermo but too soon, and no city, I believe, suffered more 
cruelly from its ravages. Out of a population of 170,000 
inhabitants, 24,000 perished in a month. The general terror 
quickly lashed itself into a general delirium. The idea that 
the Government was poisoning the people by wholesale got 
abroad. An infant suspicion of this kind once bom, soon 
becomes a fuU-grown certainty. 

** Mario Adorno, one of those who had writhed most vio- 

lentlyunder the lossof Sicilian independence,tookadvantage 

of the prevailing excitement tobring aboutaninsurrectionary 

movement inSyracuse, where he shortly after proclaimed the 

Ccmstitution. Catania immediately followed the example, 

raised the Sicilian Standard, tore down the statues of the 

Bourbons, and formed a Provisional Government. Partial 

risings took place also in the Valley of Messina, and in the 

smaU towns adjacent to Palermo, where the belief in the 

poisoning plot was deeply rooted. Fumished with unlimited 

sovereign power, and accompanied by a streng body of 

troops, Del Carretto was sent to Sicily, less to conquer than 

to reap the fruits of victory; for, by the time he landed, all 

levolution was over. In fact, the news of his expedition 

having reached the Catanians, they, Unding themselves un- 

rapported, of their own accord effected a counter-revolution. 

All tfaose most compromised sought safety in flight, with 

Üie ezception of Msuio Adorno, who was taken and shot. 

Theabdenceof all resistance in noway induced thedestroyer 
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of Bosco to forego one cnielty in bis powelr. Courts-martiäl 
were established everywhere, and Citizens sent by thonsands 
to prison. Several hundreds were condemned to death, 
and no less than a hundred underwent the penalty. At 
Bagheria a boy of fourteen years of age was shot. Execn* 
tions took place to the sound of military music Sach, '» 
deed, was the rage for killing, that once, after one of Üies6 
direful exhibitions, when the corpses were counted onSi 
one more than the appointed number was found« 

*^The noble conquest being achieved, and the noble con* 
queror rewarded with the insignia of San Gennaro, the leil 
meaning of the bloody tragedy was speedily revealedby the 
ofBcial acts which followed. The King gladly seized on the 
pretext, which had been thus offered bim, to do away atoooe 
with even theshadow of the lastremainingSicilianfranduseii 
The substance had long ago vanished. The taxes wen 
augmented, the administration was fiUed with NeapoHtaiOi 
a thorough System of centralization in Naples adopted, al 
vestige of municipal liberty, of the liberty of the press, cf 
association, of petition, was destroyed. To make a lonf 
Story Short, nothing was left to Sicily but eyes to weep, and 
the undying memory of her rights. This memory, and tbs 
consciousness of the righteousness of her cause, will sap* 
port that noble and unfortunate country through all bff 
trials until a day of reckoning comes for her, as come I 
surely will." 

Antonio wiped the drops of Perspiration from bis biov 
— less the effect of heat than of deep emotion. Lucy wii 
scarcely less moved, and it was almost in a whisper tM 
she Said, "You have not told us what obliged you to leait 
Catania." 

"True," answered Antonio; "all recoUection of myladh; 
vidual troubles was lost in that of our national catastropitf i 
Indeed, few will be abie to credit that such a trivial inddeit | 
as I have to mention could be sufficient in any country ^ 
force a man into exile. I had taken no share in the distoillr 
ances in my native town. Not that my Sicilian heart diditf 
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Veat fast and loud at the sacred names of Indepeiidence and 
Liberty— not that I did not sympathize with, and approve of 
the struggle, in spite of the sad forebodings that filled my 
mind as to the issue of an insulated attempt; but my every 
honr was occupied by professional duties. The cholera, 
though less deadly than at Palermo, was nevertheless mak- 
ing sad havoc in Catania, and day and night I was in requi- 
sition. One evening in the month of March, I was called to 
the bedside of a dear friend, who had been suddenly taken 
ilL I had but just time to recognise the first Symptoms of 
the prevalent malady, when a party of soldiers entered the 
room. An order for the arrest of my friend had been issued, 
and a serjeant at the head of half a dozen men were sent to 
seize his person* The poor sick creature was desired to get 
out of bed and prepare to accompany the soldiers* I inter- 
fered, and making known my name and profession, I said, 
that, to remove my friend in his actual State was equivalent 
to kiUing him, and I therefore cautioned the serjeant as to 
the heavy responsibility he was taking upon himself. The 
answer 1 received was, that precise Orders had been given, 
and that, dead or alive, my friend must go ; saying which, 
the serjeant drew the blankets off the bed. I lost all self- 
control at the brutal act. I do not know to this day what I 
did or Said, but it ended by my being handcuffed, forced out 
of the house, and marched through the streets. 

"We had not proceeded far when we were met by an 
ofificer, one of high rank, too, as far as I could judge in the 
growing darkness. He stopped my escort, and asked some 
questions of the serjeant« ^Aphysician!^ Iheard the stranger 
exdaim; 'this is surely not tiie time to arrest physicians, my 
good friend/ After a little more parley, I was freed of the 
manacles; the officer took me by the arm, and led me one 
way, while the serjeant and his men went the other. Being 
dose to him, I now saw by his epaulettes that my companion 
was a general officer. ' Where do you wish to go?' he asked*. 
I named the street where I lived. He saw me to my own 
door, and as he took leave of me, he said, * These are dÜficult 
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times, and a cfaarge of rebellion is a very seridus one. Had 
I any advice to give you, it would be to get out of the way 
as soon as possible;' and with these words he left me* Thii 
was the drcumstance which led to my exile. Far less thai 
I had Said or done that day had cost many a man his hk. 
My mother and unde insisted on my foUowingmyunkiiovB 
friend*s counsel, and so I did. Since then I have become 
acquainted with his name, and with the fact that I am no( 
the only one whose life he has succeeded in saving. God 
bless him! I am proud and happy tosay that he is aSiciliant* 

** And your sick friend?" asked Lucy. 

**Dead, young lady, dead, a few hours after I left hilft 
I knew of his death before sailing. They had not dared to 
take him away, but had contented themselves with leavini 
a guard to watch his dying agonies.^^ 



CHAPTER XV. 

Progress to the Sanctoary. 

All difficulties in the way of Battista and Speranzafi * 
marriage bcing now rcmoved by a splendid grant from Sir 
John of two hundred pounds, three-fifths of which were suf- - 
ficient to cover all the debts of the family, and the remaining 
eighty pounds more than enough to make the Osteria a 
profitable, nay, brilliant business, it was settled that the two 
lovers should be married on the 25th of June, Speranza'a 
birthday. Now, in every age and in every countiy, birth, 
marriage, and death have always been escorted by prcli- 
minaries and ceremonies of one kind or another. In tha 
present case, a pilgrimage to the sanctuary of Lampedus» 
was deemed especially necessary, that our Promessi spod - 
might pay their devotions, and offer their thanks (in tho ' 
shape of ex-votos) to the lady of that name, to whose inter- ' 
cession they owed such a bright change of fortune. For 
Rosa, and Speranza, and Battista, as, indeed, nearly thcf 
whole of the parish of Bordighera, hcld it as an articlc of 
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aiih^ that the Madonna in general, and the Madonna of 
^.ampedusa in particular, had brought Lucy,' and all the 
»lessings that had come with her, to the Osteria;— thus un- 
ronsdously laying that mischievous trick of the overtum of 
he carriage at the Madonna's door. Lucy's interest and 
»riosity being greatly excited by the idea of this pilgrimage, 
t came to be arranged that Sir John and his daughter should 
ike the same time to visit the famous shrine, and breathe 
fhe fresh air of the mountain for a couple of days; that 
Doctor Antonio, of course, should be of the party, and that 
to bim should be intrusted the care of all the preparations 
for the trip, and arrangements for the sojoum at Lampedusa. 

On the 20th of June then, Sir John, his daughter, and 
Antonio— the betrothed were not to come up tili next mom- 
bg— left the Osteria in a smart boat, with a gaily striped 
rcä and white awning, commanded by Battista, and at which 
be had been hard at work for more than a week, cleaning, 
painting, and trimming, to do honour to the occasion. 
Under the combined action of a sail tolerably well puffed 
by a little breeze, and of three pair of vigorous oars, they 
vere not long in doubling the second headland. San Remo 
— bright, verdant San Remo, rising up in the form of a 
triangle^ and smiled upon by its seven hüls, clad all over in 
ao8t luxurious Vegetation^ then broke füll in their view. 

*Do palm-trees grow naturally in this part of the coun- 
byf asked Lucy, pointing to the plantations that covered 
flie shore; ^'or are they cultivated for beauty's sake?'' 

••Thehr beauty, I believe, is their least merit in the eyes 
if their proprietors,'' answered Antonio. <' Palms, you do 
iol perhaps know, are a very profitable kind of property, 
ted that is why they are cultivated. Cargoes of them are 
Itant yearly to France and Holland. In all the Catholic 
Itaitries Üie consumption of palms during Passion-week is 
tay great; but throughout Italy, and especially at Rome, it 
b enormous. There is a family of San Remo, which has 
IMI ür Ceftturies, and still holds, the exclusive privilege of 
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furnishing palms to what is called 'The Apostolic Palace,' 
that is, to the househoid of the Pope.'' 

"Was the monopoly purchased?" inquired Sir John. *I 
need scarcely ask, however, for I have been told that every- 
thing is, ever was, and ever will be, sold at Rome.'' 

"Contrary to the rule/' repliedtheDoctor» "thisprivil^ 
was given in acknowledgment of good service« The stoxy, 
such as it is, may amuse you, and help to while away die 
time tili we land. You have, I daresay, seen and admired 
in Rome the obelisk which Stands in Piazza San Pietro, or 
Vaticano, and itself goes by the name of Vaticano. This 
Obelisk in 1584, that is, during the first years of the Pontifi* 
cate of Sixtus V., was still lying half-buried in the earth,not 
far from the ancient vestry of San Pietro. Many a Pope bfr 
fore Sixtus had formed plans for having it disinterred and 
removed to the Piazza San Pietro, but had always been de- 
terred by the great difficulties and expenses of the under- 
taking. Pope Sixtus V., an ambitious and enterprising spirit, 
as everybody knows, made up his mind to realize that whid 
his predecessors had only thought about He confided tbe 
arduous task to Domenico Fontana, an architect of great 
renown, liberally furnishing him with all the necessarymeass 
for its success. The mechanics of that period were far b^ 
bind those of the present day; and it was found no easy 
matter to free from the ground in which it was sunk, and 
transfer without injury to the place where it was intended 
to stand, a monolith of such portentous magnitude. These 
two preliminary acts, however, were successfully performed 
in the course of a year. But the final and most delicate 
Operation, that of raising the stupendous bulk upright, stiU 
remained to be accomplished. All the preparations for tlus 
purpose being at last completed, Fontana went to the Pope 
and requested him to fix a day for the elevation. The Pope 
did so, and promised to honour with hispresence aceremony 
which could not fail to attract from aU parts an immense 
concourse of people. 

<''That is what most alarms me,' said the architect; 
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^e more or less of nominal Privileges to be left us, but on 
the main point, independence^ we were abandoned to our 

Sir John here made a movement as if about to speak, but 
ihe Italian resumed, with a smile— 

'^I am only repeating historical facts^ Sir John. The 

fsralt of what happened, perhaps, lies less with individuals 

ti^an with the circumstances of the time. Peace was the 

great desideratum of Europe, and to that desire Sicily was 

sacrificed. When I say sacrificed^ I am only echoing opinions 

{mblicly held and expressed, both in and out of the British 

Parliamenty by distinguished fellow-countrymen of your own. 

Lord William Bentinck » than whom no better authority on 

the subject, said, in June 1821, — ^ What I complain of is, that 

fiberty was not given to a people to whom it was promised. 

In Cact, I look on otu: national honour as pledged to see the 

IMTomise fulfilled, As to the Instructions sent from England, 

Imust own that, had I framed them myself^ even the deep 

interest I f eel in the Sicilians, could have suggested nothing 

better. But what has been done to enforce these instruc- 

ttons? Nothing. Received with hope and joy by the Sici- 

hns, by what were they foliowed? By the union of the two 

Ungdoms. This Act of Union was not a mere violation, it 

ttt the complete overthrow of the Sicilian Constitution. It 

tmihilated the rights of the nation, and made Sicily a pro- 

tface of Naples/ I cannot vouch for these being Lord Wil- 

infs exact words, as I am quoting from memory,'' con- 

Vhned the Doctor, ^'but I am positive as to their meaning. 

Sr James Mackintosh was another who took a similar view 

tf the subject. But enough of this. 

' ^Do I need to say that Parliament was never assembled, 
M that both the letter and the spirit of the so>called con- 
tttsion of 18 16 were daily infringed? Public irritation in« 
^Rased with each passing hour, and an outbreak was at 
libd, when the Revolution of 1820 exploded at Naples, and 

as foflowed by the proclamation of the Constitution of 
Ijpain« The moment seemed favourable to the Sicilians for 
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the admiring world, another glorious proof of man's daring 
and ingennitj. 

''He whose timely interference had brought about tids 

resulty was the captain of a trading vessel, named Bresca, a 

nathre of San Remo; one who in bis seafearing life bad pro- 

bably hsid some similar experience of the slackening of 

bempen ropes. In spite, however, of the undeniable seivke 

he had rendered, the Swiss Guards, who knew of no virtoe 

but obedience, of no crime but disobedience to their master, 

seized on Bresca, and brought bim before the Pope. The 

known severity of Sixtus V., a severity frequently amount- 

ing to wanton cruelty, left little hope of the captain's life 

being spared. Fortunately, the success of the undertakii^ 

he had had so much at hesut, disposed the Pope to be lenioit 

— we ought to say, to be just — towards the man who had so 

materially contributed to that success. His Holiness, thei^ 

contrary to general expectation, receivedBresca courteously, 

and promised to grant any favour he might ask. The good 

captain, as a matter of course, begged first the Pope's holy 

blessing, and secondly, the privilegc for bim, and his d^ 

scendants, of yearly fumishing the Apostolic Palace with 

pahns. This request was immediately conceded by a Papal 

Brief, which further conferred on Bresca the title and grade 

of Captain in the Pontifical army, and the right of wearing 

the uniform, and of hoisting the Papal fiiag on his vesseL 

This Brief is still in the possession of the Bresca family, and 

the monopoly it bestowed lasts to this day.'' 

''Still, I think, this Pope Sixtus must have been a hatefol 
man,'' exclaimed Lucy. 

" Certainly not an amiable one," observed Antonio. "One 
can scarcely help shrinking from the skilful surgeon wbo 
cuts deep into the human frame, although we know that die 
most humane motives arm his hand. The task of Sixtus V« 
was of a somewhat similar nature. When he came to be the 
head of Church and State, both were in so rotten a condi* 
tion, that only heroic remedies, if any— the free use of knife 
and scalpcl— could heal them; and these he appUed unflindh 
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Sngly^ unsparingly. Men are but what circumstances make 
them— a truce to moralizing, for here we are at the end 
^our voyage,'* added the Doctor, looking around — "and 
^ere, just in front of us, between those two gently receding 
mountains, the little vaUey of Taggia Stretches inland; and 
Chat river falling into the sea, a hundred paces a-head of us 
to the easty is the Argentina, the pride of the inhabitants of 
the dale, and now and then their scourge, as when chafed 
bymountain torrents it roars like a mad bull, and carries 
cverything before it." 

A walk of two minutes brought our party to a cross-way 
formed by the Taggia road, and the high road to Nice meet- 
log at right angles, and where an open carriage was in wait- 
mg for them. Their drive was now through plantations of 
oMve-trees, whose branches closing from either side of the 
«ay, made a green canopy over their heads. 

"What capital studies for a painter these twisted gnarled 
tnmks would makel" cried Lucy; "I never saw such a 
ramber of odd picturesque shapes." 

"Whatever may be said/' observed Antonio, "of the 
nonotonous effect of olives seen in masses, we cannot deny 
the individual tree credit for variety and originality of 
§atmJ' 

"Certainly not,*' said Lucy; "for my part, I confess to a 
Inble for the olive-tree. It speaks to my heart and imagina- 
Jßon. It recalls to my mind the branch-symbol of peace that 
tiie dove brought back to Noah; the moving forest of olive- 
boughs that welcomed our Saviour on His entry into Jeru- 
salem; the garden where He prayed and suffered."--RealIy, 
Lucy, as these holy associations awoke in her mind, did look 
jWry like one of Guido's divine Madonnas, at least Antonio 
tt not wonder at Battista's mistake any more. 

**Pray, Doctor,'' said she, after a pause, "let me have 
tne of those twigs that hang over head." Antonio having 
-^ttmplied, Lucy examined the leaves, dark dead-green on 
3>ie side, and silvery-grey on the other, then said, — "Are 
ftose little white balls hanging in bunches the fruit?'' 

^W(^r Anionto, 1$ 
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"They are," answered Antonio; **and if the weather 
permits, by next January, those same smaU white things wiH 
be transformed into glossy black berries, which, groundift 
mills, fumish the well-known oil. After that, the crushed 
kernel, washed and dried, makes excellent fuel, while the 
dead leaves are used as manure. The olive-wood, as yon 
already know, is much prized by cabinet-makers for thdr 
finest articles; so, you see, no part of the tree bat has a 
value." 

"How comes it, then," asked Sir John, "that with sorick 
a product at their very doors the people of this country are 
poor?" 

^'The apparent contradiction is easily explained,'' repUed 
Antonio. ''In the first place, you must understand that oiAf 
once in three years there is a good crop, that is to say, oiAf 
every third year are the trees well covered with the white 
balls you are now looking at, which, remember, are, after 
all, the promise, and nothing more, of a rieh harvest. For 
these little balls have to remain on the tree from April or 
May when they form, until the following January when thcf 
are to be gathered, and as they are of a very delicate am- 
stitution, likely to be equally injured by extremes of any 
kind, whether of heat or cold, drought, rain, or wind, yoa 
may easily imagine the risks and losses they are liable to 
during so long an interval as that of eight or nine monthfc 
Add to this, that the cultivation of the olive is expensivo^ 
the tree needing, at least, every fourth year, plenty of a pa^ 
ticular and very dear manure, consisting of wooUen rags and 
the homs and hoofs of cattle ; that at certain seasons the 
earth round each tree must be dug to give air to the rooti; 
that the muricciuoliy or little walls of thö terraces, whick 
Support the soil of our mountainous districts, are continually 
requiring repairs, while, as a climax, the cost of gathering 
the fruit, and making the oil, is calculated to be twenty-fi»« 
per Cent, of the net produce. Bearing all this in mind, yot 
will, I think, cease to wonder at so rieh a product afibrcUof 
only poor incomes.^' 
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Sir John^ far from assenting to the Doctor's explanation, 
ihook his head, as much as to say, there must be bad 
nanagement somewhere; but as they had now come in 
qgfat of the two dark, ivy-festooned towers, which com- 
■and the approach to the town^ the conversation took a 
fifoent tum. 

''Many a fierce assault of the Saracens has been bravely 
Biet and repulsed here/' obseryed the Doctor, as he assisted 
Uf companions to alight. '^Down to a comparatively recent 
period, this Riviera has been infested by Barbary Corsairs, 
idio took advantage of the unguarded State of the coast, and 
Ike want of easy communication between town and town, to 
pomice upon a given point, and accomplish their only ob- 
bct, plunder, before help from other parts could be pro- 
cneid* Yes, indeed/' continued Antonio, answering the 
wonder expressed in Lucy's eyes; "there are persons 
alive who recollect a descent of the kind, when a con- 
of friars was broken into, and most of the monks car- 
off« It was the policy of the most Serene Republic of 
at all timesy out of jealousy of her near neighbour, 
\, to prevent any carriage road being made between 
capital and this part of her dominions; and but half a 
ago a joumey from Genoa here was considered, 
really was a difficult and rather dangerous under- 

-HC« 

'Not much to boast of yet as to safety, Doctor; your 
was almost as bad as a Corsair/' said Sir John, 

*Ah, indeedl^' retorted the Doctor in the same tone; 
"^ I hope Bordighera has not been quite so bad as Algiers 

- w 

[ot quite, not quite/' retumed Sir John, good-hu- 

'^Then this fine road is a modern work,'' con- 

lie« 

^'Zntlielyso,'' replied Antonio; "the actual Comice road 

mly completed in 1828, and we owe it to the foUowing 

t: — Charles Felix, the then reigning Sovereign, was 
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extremely partial to Nice, whefe he often resided« His road 
from Turin thither was naturally by the Col di Tenda. It so 
happened, that during one of these visits to Nic^ there nu 
a heavy fall of snow, rcndering the retum to Turin by the 
usual route impossible. The only alternative was to go bf 
water to Genoa, from whence his Majesty could easily readi 
his capital. He accordingly embarked, but the weather vas 
so boisterous, and the sea so heavy, he was oblig^d to pä 
back. The people of the Riviera, who had long been vahi^ 
endeavouring to obtain permission to open a road along UM 
coast, seized the opportunity thus offered to them» I ougiÄ 
to have said before, that the Government of Piedmont, along 
with the ancient States of the Republic of Genoa, had ii* 
herited also its prejudices against a road towards Frasoeb 
So the populations of all the towns and villages turned oot 
en masse, headed by the Mayors and Cur^s, gaps were filtod^ 
and rocks removed, in an incredibly short space of timfti 
*Here, your Majesty, is a road at your service/ cricdont 
every voice, and his Majesty was graciously pleased to ae* 
cept of the accommodation. Red-hot Orders arrived froBi 
Turin, commanding the Riviera to let alone road-making— • 
day too late, however, for the road was made, and King aod 
courtiers had already sanctified it.'' 

With this the Doctor led the way through the towa, t 
quaint-looking place, to be sure, with an intense middle-age 
air and colour about it, füll, both on the right and the \t% 
of dark vaults and mysterious archways, some of these last 
opening unexpectedly on green, sunny vistas, refreshing to 
behold. Miss Lucy wondered at the number of massy stonc 
bridges thrown overhead across the street from house to 
house; and which, her cicerone explained, were meantasi 
safeguard against a frequent unpleasant visitor — the carth» 
quake. Another thing that puzzled the young Enghsh Itdf» 
was to See, now and then, on the outer-door steps, plattf 
füll of oranges, lemons, and vegetables, without any one tö , 
watch them. She was surprised to hear that they weif j 
Ihere for sale; an^bod^ 'wVo^^xÄÄ^such or such an artiAj 
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faking it sans c6rimonie out of the plate^ and leaving instead 
■tbe price, one or two sous. 

This novel method of trading highly amused Sir John, 
who remarked, "That though ingenious and economical, it 
vas not of a kind to thrive much in many places.'^ 

Our trio now came to a street wider than the rest, where 
a great many persons of all classes, gentlemen, priests, la- 
1x>urers, and mechanics, were either assembled in groups, 
or k>itering about under arcades extending on both sides. 
'•This is the Pantono," saidDoctor Antonio; "the Exchange 
and the Regent Street combined, of the good folks of Taggia. 
Here business is transacted, and here beaux and magnates 
ezhibit their finery and importance to the world. That tall 
man m uniform is the quartermaster of the carabineers, one 
of the powers that be. If we stay here a few minutes longer, 
we shall see him set off to make an official report as to how 
.Doctor Antonio of Bordighera was seen to traverse the Pan- 
iano at five minutes past four in the afternoon, in the Com- 
pany of a foreign lady and gentleman; an important event 
of which my friend the Commandant of San Remo will be 
informed before sunset/' 

"Are you in earnest?'* cried Lucy. "I can scarcely be- 
Beve that any one would trouble himself about such trifles." 

"Trifles, indeedl" repeated Antonio with the utmost 
•gravity; "might not Sir John be a French general in dis- 
^se, (he looks very like one, I am sure,) come to revolu- 
■IkMiize bis Sardinian Majesty^s town of Taggia? Our police 
are for ever ready and willing to save the country from such 
tfeks.** 

Every hat was raised as our friends passed by, and many 
a nod and smile, and waving of hands, addressed in par- 
"tictüar to the Doctor, gave evidence of his treading on 
^4iniliar ground. He beckoned to a tall, thin, fair-haired 
TOung man, ("the maker of your easy-chair, MissDavenne,") 
"^iio came forward, and after saluting the Company, shook 
kands with Antonio—an act of familiarity that called up on 
Sir John's countenance only half of his wonted gnmacti, iox> 
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making a strenaons efibrt, the Banmet so fv overcameHm* 
seif as to suppress the other hal£ This nnpleasant impies- 
sion was, however, soon obliterated by the qniet and de- 
ferential mancer with whidi the young cabmet-maker in- 
troduced his ^itors into bis Workshop, a large room widi 
bare walls, and where they found a lad modeOmg a bead in 
plaster. 

"That youth," said the Doctor, «has a dedded talent 
for sculpture; untaught he has already modeüed heads and 
even full-length figures. He is about to go to Rome, whoe 
a rieh and g^neroas £Eunily of this country has voliinteered 
to pay all his expenses wlüle he studies there; and I am 
greatly mistaken if the name of Salvatore Revelli does not 
become, in a few years, one honoured in the Republic oC 
Arts.* This tall fellow, too," cootinued Antonio, playfbQf 
pointing to the cabinet-maker, ''bat for his obstinaqr in 
sticking to the PanUmo, might have eamed fame and maofff» 
— ^Now, out with your fine things, sir, if you please." 

The number of fine things was not large — where was the 
use of adding to them when what was there already fonnd 
no purchasers? — nevertheless, there was more than enoogk 
to prove the uncommon skill and taste of the woricmaSi 
There were, indeed, only a few paper-knives and portfoIi(M» 
richly omamented with most delicate and fanciful carviogs^ 
or diminutive figures, and three tables of most exquisite 
workmanship. On one of these was delineated a series of 
figures representing the different costumes of the peopte 
of the Riviera, so admirably done that Lucy exdaimed' 
"This is not the work of a cabinet-maker, it is that of a> 
artist, who not only draws beautifuUy, but is also a first-rate 
colourist!" 

"My friend,'* said Antonio, "has all the merit of choice 
and arrangement, but there are no colours in these figurtS 

• Antonio prophesied right. RevelU placed himself at once amoof *• 
mo«t promuing young «culptors ©f the day by his first work exhibited taOam 
T Ai'r * "i**""^^ representing an episode in the Ufe of Columbus, andir 
tended for the monumcnt the Gcnoese are erccting to their greal coont 
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.except those bestowed by nature on the difTerent bits of 
wood of which they are composed.'^ 

Lucy could scarcely believe this, and Sir John needed 
the Joint testimony of eyes and glasses before he could ad- 
mit the fact« He at once offered to purchase all that had 
been shown them, expressing bis regret to the Doctor that 
the cabinet-maker's stock was not larger. After a cordial 
exchange of good wishes and thanks, Antonio and bis 
iriends took their leave, and winding their way through 
some more streets, all verdure and sunshine in the balconies 
and terraces above, all shades and gloom below, they ar- 
rived at a bridge which joined the two banks of the little 
Valley. 

On a lofty ridge opposite rose Castellaro^ shimmering in 
golden Ught, **How bright and beautiful I " said Lucy; " that 
is the gayest village in the world; one might fancy that 
Castellaro feels the happiness of existence.'' 

**0r/* pursued Antonio, "that in a transport of joy it is 
about to fling itself into the arms of the valley/' 

**Just so/' laughed the Baronet; "they must have stout 
hearts who live in those foremost houses; the mere idea 
makes me giddy/' 

About the middle of the bridge they came to a stone 
pillar, on which was a Madonna and a Latin inscription. 
^'Here is another memorial of an earthquake/' said Antonio, 
pointing to the inscription. "It is here stated, that in the 
month of June 1831, a dreadful Visitation destroyed two 
arches of the bridge, the third and this one on which we are 
now Standing. Two children, brother and sister, who were 
Crossing at the very instant of the shock, were thrown down 
with this, the eleventh arch, and, wonderful to relate, sus- 
tained no injury; in acknowledgment of which miraculous 
escape the grateful father erected this pillar, with an in- 
scription conunemorative of the fact.'^ 

At the foot of a narrow steep path, a little past the bridge, 
the party found two mules and two men waiting for them. 
The Doctor preferred Walking, he said. Sir JoYm, oivc^ m ^<fe 
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saddle, opcned his umbrella and took the lead^ dos 
lowed by Lucy, a man at the head of cach mule. * 
saw such a detestable break-neck road,** cried 
Baronet, aftcr a short time, "certainly the parish ( 
min itself by keeping the roads in order." 

<'lt will improve as soon as we pass into the p 
Castellaro/* said Doctor Antonio. "Castellaro hj 
than once pressed on Taggia the necessity of the kt 
ing its part of the road repaired. You will never gi 
answer always giveni—It is not Taggia that wants 
Castellaro, but Castellaro that wants to come to Ta 
let Castellaro repair the road if it chooses, at its 
per.se. Such are the notions of political cconom; 
tained hereabouts." 

The elastic air of the mountain, strongly impr 
with the racy perfume of the rosemary and thyme 
plcntifully about, began to act as a gentle stimulan 
travellers, whose spirits rose with every step. J 
waxcd so poetical, as to liken the enormous du 
yellow furze scattered over the hill, to smiles irrac 
rugged cid face. Lucy, with girlish buoyancy, feil t( 
Antonio with every flower supplied by the victim, w 
out treason, and, seemingly in mortal fear, would fi 
shriek, and hide behind rocks and trees, and pl 
childish tricks, as we, his historiographers, cannot ta 
ourselves to relate. Lucy's merry peals of laughte 
tonio's odd ways, and at the grave face with which hc 
her against peeping behind, and thus spoiling her f 
were most cheering to listen to. He presently can 
one of his hiding-places shouting and waving a hug 
of flowers, so inconceivably gay, that they could 
met with, he declared, on the way to the gayest \ 
the World. From the centre of each of the lar| 
blossoms he held in his band, there sprung up a long 
aigrette of deep lilac stamens. The ensemble, so 
delicate, had a certain resemblance to the tail of 
peacock. " What can \l beV* suid Lucy. " It is the 
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ipmosa/* answered Antonio, "and these flowers you admire 
80 much are but capers in füll blossom, best known for 
culinary purposes." This piece of information did not cool 
Miss Davenne's admiration, who said she liked caper-sauce, 
andy seeing Antonio stick some of the flowers in bis famous 
conical hat, wisbed to have some in her own, which looked . 
pretty indeed. Sir John, laughingly, allowed himself to be 
adomed in the same way — the two guides had likewise 
their share, and thus caparisoned, the little troop traversed 
the village of Castellaro, rather stared at, but received with 
the same tokens of respect and sympathy which had ac- 
companied them throughout the day. Now and then some 
"villager would step up to the Doctor with a request that he 
would go to Visit some sick person, which, the case not 
being urgent, was put off with a good-humoured smile for 
the morrow. 

A broad, smooth road, in high order, what Sir John called 
a road fit for Christians, opened from the village north- 
wards, and stretching over the side of the steep mountain 
in capricious zigzags, now concealed, now gave view to the 
front of the sanctuary, shaded by two oaks of enormous 
dimensions. "The Castellini who made thi^ road *in the 
sweat of their brows,''' said Antonio, "point it out with 
pride, and well they may. They teil you with infinite com- 
placency how every one of the pebbles with which it is 
paved was brought from the sea-shore, those who had mules 
using them for that purpose, those who had none bringing 
tip loads on their own backs; how every one, gentleman 
and peasant, young and old, women and boys, worked day 
and night, with no other inducement than the love of the 
Madonna. The Madonna of Lampedusa is their creed, 
their occupation, their pride, their Carroccioy their fixed ^ 
idea.^ 

"A Strange infatuation,'* remarked Lucy; "I should like 
to hear the legend, for, of course, there is some tradition 
extaftt about it.'' 

^'AJl that relates to the miraculous Image," answered 
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AntoniOy "and the dale andmode of its transbtion to Castd- 
laro, is given at fiiU lengtii in two inscz^tions, one in Latin, 
the other in bad Itaüan verses, whidi axe to be scen in die 
intehor of the litüe chapel of tfae sanctiiary. Andrea 
Anfosso, a native of CasteDaro, being the captain of a 
privateer, was one day attacked xad defcated by theTuiks, 
and carried to the Isle of Lampednsa. Here be succeeded 
in making bis escape and hiding himself , until the Tnrkish 
vessel which had aq>tnred bis left the isbuid. Anfosso, 
being a man of ezpedients, set abont bnilding a boat, and 
finding himself in a great dilrmma what to do for a sail,' 
ventured on the bold and original step of taldng firom the 
altar of some church or chapel of the Island a picture of the 
Madonna to senne as one; and so well did it answer bis pur- 
pose that he made an unusuaSy prosperous voyage back to 
bis native shores, and in a fit of generosity offered bis hoiy 
sail to the worship of bis fellow-townsmen. The wonderful 
of the afiair does not stop here. A place was diosen by 
universal acclamation, two gunsbots in advance of the pre- 
sent sanctuary, and a chapel erected, in which the gift was 
deposited with all due bonour, But the Madonna, as it 
would seem, had an insurmountable objection tothespot 
sclected, for, every morning that God made, the picture was 
found at the exact place where the actual church now Stands. 
Sentinels were posted at the door of the chapel, the entire 
village remained on foot for nights, moimting guard atthe 
cntrance — no precaution, however, availed. In spite of the 
strictest watch, the picture, now undeniably a miraculous 
one, found means to make its way to the spot it prefened. 
At length the Castellini came to understand that it was the 
Madonna's express will, that her headquarters should be 
shifted to where her resemblance betook itself every night; 
and though it had pleased her to make choice of themost 
abrupt and the steepest spot on the whole mountain, just 
where it was requisite to raise arches in order to lay a 
» sure foundation for her sanctuary, the Castellini set them- 
selves con amore to the task so clearly revealed to thenJ, 
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mnd this widely-renowned chapel was completed. This 
took place in 1619. In tbe course of time some rooms were 
annexed for the accomodation of visitors and pilgrims, and 
a terrace built, and many other additions and embellish- 
ments are even now in contemplation, and no doubt will 
be accomplished some day; for^ although the Castellini 
have but a small purse, theirs is the grand lever which can 
remove all impediments— the faith that brought about the 
Crusades/' 

As Antonio ceased speaking, John and Miss Hutchins, 
two personages of whom we have been lately strangely 
forgetfuly were at Lucy's stirrup, who playfully asked the 
Doctor, if the taboo were raised, and she might now look 
behind her. ^^As if you had not been doing so for the last 
hour/' Said Antonio, shaking his head at her. Lucy tumed 
sbarply round, and embraced at one glance the wonderfully 
varied scene before her. 

To the north a long, long vista of deep, dark, frowning 
gorges, closed in the distance by a gigantic screen of snow- 
dad Alps — the glorious expanse of the Mediterran ean to 
the south— east and west, ränge upon ränge of gently un- 
dulating hills , softly inclining towards the sea^in the piain 
belowy the fresh, cozy Valley ofTaggia, with its sparkling 
track of waters, and rieh belt of gardens, looking like a per- 
fcct mosaic of every gradation of green, chequered with 
winding silver arabesques. £ver and anon a tardy pome- 
granate in füll blossem spread out its oriüamme of tulip- 
shaped dazzling red flowers. From the rising ground op- 
posite frowned mediseval Taggia, like a discontented g^est 
at a splendid banquet A little farther off, westwards, the 
eye took in the Campanile of the Dominican Church, 
emerging from a group of cypresses; and further still, on the 
extreme verge of the westem cliff, the sanctuary of our lady 
)f the Quaräia shewed its white Silhouette against the dark 
)lue sky. 

A half fretful, half plaintive, "Now, Lucy, my dear, if 
rou would only put off your enthusiasm tili aitet di\Mve.x{' 



frgc: Sa JtAm, lidnaiijjae dl lEss Diitwn*! sfloit Imt d»- 
h^jtd sarrcT, anfi t c e«it!iLfl. äier M cnce to lier fiidm'sside. 
Txterr sal i5o«n lo a sncrtiicTi miBer, cf vlücli Sr John pV' 
tiO&k vhb zn aila ujii jond mtSL MgüJNr ooiDpiiaiciitaTy to die 
bT|r:czdc q-mrfifs of tbe rwwn-iii? air. Tbe rcpast bdog 
ovcTy LiicT propDsed fhiT lä»- s^aoodd take ooffiee on the 
terra.ce, t3d<± bra-ng agreed to faj ber £adier^ they im- 
medialeij vect thiibcr, sxkd Sör Jofan^ after sippmg bis 
}*locha, and pavi::^ zn 2r:p3s izibcte of admiratioD to tfae 
loreliitess of the Tier, to:>k thc Tiaa finom his podcet, and 
plonged into its colsiass. Lodt and Antoiüo thns left to 
thent9e]ves sat vatcbis^ in si3cst vander tfae giories of the 
everiing bour. 

The sky «-as brig^ht and ]imp:d as pofished stcel, save 
wbere three lorelj dondlets, fike loi^ scarfe of orai^e 
gatize, hovered in the vcst. Tfae sun, half faidden bdiind 
the brow of the westem mountahi ränge, sfao^ throagh the 
breaks of the lower hüls in firont, some of its rays in fieiy 
columns aslant the valley. As the darziing orb sunk slowly, 
the zone of shade on the mountain opposite rose with cor- 
responding progress, and like a tide of dark waters, chasing 
before it the broad sheets of light, narrowed them by de- 
grees to a purple line, which tingered for a while on the 
topmost ridges, the last farewell then ^-anished with a 
quiver. Now the foremost ränge of the chain resumes at 
once the rigidity of its ontlines, while those in the back- 
ground, behind which the sun has gone down, float in a 
transparent mist of lapis-lazzuli and pink. The sky in the 
west is a glorious fumace, the warm reflections from which 
befleck with crimson the distant snow of the Alps, and light 
up the horizon of the sea« Another moment the reddisb 
gi;trc palcs and gives way, the shadows thicken in the valley 
hencath, and the gorges to the north darken and darken 
itpace. The fiery coruscations in the west have softened 
Into «ubducd rosy tints, and these in their tum, by a har- 
iiioniouftly graduated scale, fade into a greenish mother-of- 
pcttrl transpar ency, which passes from grey to azure, until 
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«Test and east merge into a uniform deep blue, spangled 
iiere and there with a trembling star. 

"And our beautiful clouds?'' said Lucy. 

"Gone!'' replied Antonio, sadly; "emblem of many a 
bright hope, vanishing even as you watch them." 

"But they will come again to-morrow," said Lucy na'ively, 
and as in so saying she bent her head a little towards An- 
tonio, the evening breeze carried some of her golden curls 
over his lips, as if offering tbem to his kiss. %^ 

"Who can teil," said he, "but that black clouds pregnant 
with thunder will envelop those summits to-morrow!" 

The wonderful evolutions of light and shade which , out 
of respect for our reader's patience, we have unceremoni- 
ously despatched in a few lines, had in reality occupied a 
M hour, the first quarter of which had been consecrated 
by Sir John to his newspaper, the second to find a com- 
Diodious posture, and the last half to a glorious doze. This 
was the reason why the young lady and the gentleman spoke 
in whispers, and speaking in whispers chanced now and 
then to lean towards each other. ^ 

The impressive stillness of the evening was suddenly 
broken by the bells of the six churches of Castellaro ring- 
ing the Ave Maria, echoed in quick succession by those of 
the far more numerous churches of Taggia, and of the 
Cw away Capuchin and Dominican convents. It was the 
sweetest and most melancholy concert imaginable. Sir John 
changed his position, but did not wake; and Antonio began 
reciting, almost in Lucy's ear, the so often quoted, yet most 
excellent to quote, incomparable lines of Dante, — 

" Era gUi Pora che volge il disfo 
A' naviganti , e 'ntenerisce il cuore 
Lo di c'han detto a dolci amid : a Dio ; 

E che lo nuovo peregrin d'amore 
Fange , se ode squilla di lontano 
Che paja il giorno planger che si muore." 
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"Nov was the bonr Ami «akeat fomd 
la mea mt sea, and aielts Aar lihoqglit&d heart^ 
Wfao in the "»«■■«"»c bare bid sweet friends finewelli 
And puf^riB UBwiy ob rai niad wiln Iov<6 
Tlvilla, if he hear tiae resper bell fiom fu, 
That teens to aoiini fcr the rrKpkmg da j.* 



"l never entirely feit tfll now^ said Luqr» with gfisten* 

ing eyesy ^the fall pathos of those beautiful verses. Tbe 

^ regret for the distant fatherland which informs them strikes 

home to the heart. They must have been written in such 

an hour as this.'' 

''And by an exile/' added Antonio. "Probably the eyes 
of the great GhibelUne were gazing on a chain of mountains 
such as that rising before tis, which stood between him, 
and 'II hello ovüe onf ei doraii agndlo, Nimieo d* l^ckegli 
danno guerra? " * 

''But while we are talking/' he went on, ''night has 
dropped her veil in eamest, and the fire-flies begin to light 
their tiny lanterns— a signal that it is time for me to go 
home/' 

"Homel" repeated Lucy, surprised; "you are surelynot 
going back to Bordighera to-night?" 

"Oh no," said Antonio; "you do not suppose I am sudi 
a fickle cavalier. Do you see that mass of white there to 
the left of Taggia, with lights in it?'* 

"I remarked that house before/' retumed Lucy; *'it 
looks mysterious/' 

"That is what I call my home when I come to Taggia." 
"It is rather far off," said Lucy, "can you not stay 
here?" 

'* There is no room." 
"Have you no friends at Castellaro?" 
"None half so dear as the one who expects me at 
Taggia." 

♦ . . . The faxe sheep-fold, where a sieeping lamb 
The wolvea »et ou, aad fion had worried him,—QKKi, 
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"You are, then, much attached to that friend?*' 

**I love and revere her with all my heart," was the 
answer. 

Lucy was silent. 

** You recoUect/' Antonio went on, "my telling you once 
that of all my fellow-creatures the one who ranked highest 
in my eyes was of your sex. I am now going to that lady. 
Good-bye tili to-morrow, and pleasant dreams. — Bless me, 
how cold your hands are! You had better go into the house. 
Yet the air is so soft and mild. Do go in immediately, and 
have a cup of hot tea, pray do. — You will not? Well, good- 
bye, I must not stay longer.'' 

Notwithstanding that Sir John, now thoroughly awake, 
repeatedly urged her to go in, Lucy lingered on the terrace 
tili she saw a tall, dark figure cross the bridge beneath, 
amid a showerofp-e-flies, — the valley by this time looked 
like a sea of dahcing stars. Then, and then only, she rose 
and joined her father, who had himself gone in to order tea. 

Two hours later the same tall figure which had crossed 
the bridge, was at one of the caseme;its of the mysterious 
house, Standing out in hold relief against the light within. 
Now, had you whispered in the ear of that figure, as it stood 
at the window in silent contemplation, "There is sleepless- 
ness somewhere in the neighbourhood on your account," 
what a Start it would have given. So true is it, that even 
the most thoughtful and tender of men cannot think of 
everything that the sensitiveness of a woman will suggest 
to plague herseif with. 

The figure at last withdraws, shuts the window with a 
sigh, and an eamest "God bless her!" — a wish in which we 
join with all our heart. 
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CHAPTER XVI. 
New Characters and Incidents. 

In the place of honour, viz., at the foot of the balastrade 
which separates the main altar from the body of the neat 
little church of the sanctuary, we find, at eight o'clock ncxt 
moming, Speranza and Battista on their knees, most 
devoutly hearing the mass performing on their behalf. Tbc 
altar, on which the miraculous Image Stands, but hidden 
from profane view by a curtain, is richly omamented, and 
the walls around it, as well as those of the two minor cfaapels 
to the right and left of the nave, are covered with cx-votos, 
most of them consisting of silver hearts, occasionally inter- 
spersed by a silver leg or arm, with even a silver baby 
swaddled according to inviolable Italian fashion. There are 
also many primitive little pictures, nine out of ten of which 
are intended to represent vessels sinking in horrid seas, witii 
pretematural waves, and the Madonna seated on a doud, 
looking placidly on. 

Mass being over, the balustrade is flung open by the old 
Sacristan, wbo beckons forward Speranza and her betrothed. 
This is the signal for the congregation, composed chiefly <rf 
women, to rush towards the altar. The four tapers in front 
are lighted, and then the curtain slowly rises amid a jingling 
of little bells, and there appears a picture of small dimcn- 
sions— something less than a yard high, and about two fcct 
in breadth— containing three figures, our Lady and the 
Divine Infant, with round each head a golden glory, and a 
St. Catherine by their side. A general murmur of satisfac- 
tion is sighed forth by the worshippers, whose eyes brighten 
and glisten as they are raised in contemplation. The Sa- 
cristan looks radiant. Speranza on her knees, crimson with 
blushes, makes her offering, a huge silver heart; Battista 
slyly and awkwardly tenders his, a picture representing a 
carriage just upsetting, with the Madonna as usual on a 
cloud. A Short prayer from the priest, a short response 
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from ihe congregation, and then the priest retires. The 
Sacristan, while slowly extinguishing the tapers, carries on 
a little ex-official conversation with some of the bystanders, 
in the course of which he remarks that it is wonderful to see 
how much more beautiful the picture grows every day; 
Khere is a jinglmg once more, the curtain falls, and the 
devout drop away one by one. 

"How can these people," said Lucy to the Doctor, as 
they descended the stairs of a small gallery over the door 
Df the chapel, from which they had witnessed the whole 
oeremony; ^'how can these people believe that so small a 
läcttire could have served as a sail?'' 

"Your Observation, my dear Miss Davenne, smacks hör- 
dUy of the heretic,'' retumed the Doctor, gravely; ''had the 
luctore been of a proper size, where would have been the 
ndracle?'' 

And leading the way to the left of the chapel, through a 
"^WMÜt supporting the terrace, where they had sat theprevious 
«ftning, watching the sunset, Antonio added, ''Now, if you 
^riU tnist yourself to my g^uidance, I will take you where an 
agreeable surprise awaits you.^' 
*As you please/' said Lucy. 

This cold way of receiving a proposal sportively made, so 

^erent from her habitual, rather buoyant manner, on 

^nülar occasions, caused Antonio to look ürst in her face, 

^ea say, ^^I fear you did not sleep well last night." 

. «On the contrary," was the abrupt reply, "I never slept 

iKtter in my life.'* (Oh! Miss Davenne, Miss Davenne, were 

it not for that crimson blush staining and buming your 

cbeek, how properly we should scold you for telling such a 

tbin the very teeth of the Madonna!) Antonio looked at 

^again, but said nothing, did not even offer her his arm; 

^Qdeed, she kept sufficiently far from him to justify his think- 

^, that just then she did not wish for his support. And 

%» they walked on in silence, tili after a sharp tum round 

^rock they came to a small table-land, covered with a thick 

ii^gle of wild roses. Lucy, even in her present mood, could 

^hciar Antonio, 16 
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not help brightening up at the sight. '^This is where die 
original chapel stood/' said Antonio; ''you can perceivethe 
remains of the old walls among the bushes; keep back a 
little, or you will never get free from the brambleSy" he 
added, as he himself plunged into the very thick of them, 
and began cutting away right and left; then carefiilly Strip- 
ping off the thorns, he made a splendid bouquet, and handed 
it, without speaking, to Lucy, who received it also witfaout 
speaking. 

<Ms that a Capuchin?'' she asked at last^ pointmg toa 
man dressed in a long loose gown, with a rope round hb 
waist, Coming along the road at a short distance £rom Üiem. 

''That is the Sacristan who played so conspicuous a part 
in the chapel this morning. He has laid aside his robesand 
put on his hermit's gown, for you must know he is tbe 
Hermit of Lampedusa, and goes by no other name. He is 
one of the fixtures of the chapel, and guards it day and 
night. The Madonna and he are in fact one.'' 

Lucy and the Doctor on their way back to the sanctoary 
came upon the Hermit, (he probably had been waiting fbr 
them,) who made a low obeisance to the lady, and eZ" 
changed some words with the gentleman. 

''This man/' said Antonio, in Italian, tapping the Hennit 
good-naturedly on the Shoulder, "has the Madonna in bis 
sleeve ; deny it if you dare." The Hermit, evidently mudi 
pleased at this somewhat profane compliment, acknov* 
ledged his sense of it with a little toss of the head, and a 
deprecatory motion of both hands, as much as to say, "Pray, 
spare my modesty," and passed on. Lucy had eyed bim 
with some curiosity during this halt. He was a thin, diy, 
ruddy-complexioned man, about sixty, with a pair of sm^ 
grey eyes, as restless and piercing as those of a ferret,— 
tell-tale witnesses to his being of a choleric disposition. 

"That poor old fellow/' said Antonio, "carries on a 
little trade in common prints of the Madonna, and he told 
me he was going to call on you presently to show you his 
collection. He will expect you to make some purchasesi 
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idiich you can bestow on Speranza and Battista, who will 
be delighted to accept of them. This sort of tribute, which 
be levies on all visitors to the shrine, with some other 
trifling perquisites, constitute the Hermit's iiicome, for he 
lias no salary. He is an original worth studying; his fana- 
tidsm in all that concems the Madonna is most ferocious. 
Cömpared to him^ Torquemada was a pattern of toleration.^' 

Tliey found Battista and Speranza on the terrace. Thus 
taken by surprise^ poor Battista, who had not yet conquered 
his awe of Lucy, coloured prodigiously, and tried to conceal 
himself behind Speranza— a manceuvre perceived by every 
one, but of which, out of compassion to the poor young 
man, no one took notice. Antonio went to fetch a table for 
Ifiss Davenne, and she sat down to sketch. As good as his 
Word, the Hermit shortly after made his appearance, bring- 
ing with him a large bündle of prints, admired and praised 
by all present, and of which Lucy, as just agreed, became 
the purchaser. 

**Have you plenty of visitors?*' asked Antonio. 

*^SanH cModil I should think so,** cried the irascible old 
man, whose abrupt manner of speaking and habitual jerk 
of the head caused him to seem in a permanent passion; ^'I 
should think so, indeed. It is the same all the year round. 
People come from Turin, from Genoa, from Nice, from all 
the parts of the world. And those who cannot come, the 
Madonna hearkens to just as well if they pray to her; it is 
6ith which saves. Why, only last week, the Marquis of 
l^pparilla, one of the greatest nobles of Genoa, feil ill; the 
Mlysidans had given him up. But his mother, a really holy 
koinan, do you know what she does? — gives up the phy- 
ädans as they had given up her son, and sits down and 
^tes a letter to the Cur6, begging him to have a Triduo 
it the shrine. And what happens? — ihe very firsi day of the 
Triduo the Marquis was out of danger.'* 

**And what is a Triduo?** asked Lucy. 

**A Triduo!** (with the characteristic toss of the head 
Dore marked than ever,) ^^Santi cTUodi! three days of prayer, 

i6» 
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and the benediction \(dth the holy sacrament, the beOstif 
the parish ringing all the while. You can have a Triduo üor 
seven francs and twelve sous; three francs for the parish, 
three for the Madonna, and four-and-twenty sous for tho 
ringing of the bells; eight sous coine to me. If you pay 
three francs twelve sous more, you may have a mass pe^ 
formed each of the three days. Each mass twenty som» 
and four additional sous for the walk from Castellaro hither. 
Why, it is a mere nothing." 

*'Certainly/' said Antonio^ '^it is not dear« Pray, is die 
sanctuary of the Madonna deUa Guardia** — pointing to it in 
the distance— "at all like this?'* 

^'Like thisl'^ exclaimed the old man, reddening, and 
making a grimace of supreme conteinpt. '^Sanctuaries like 
this, my good gentleman/' he continued with great severity 
of tone, "are rare, though you hunt through all Christendooi 
for them; a sanctuary like this, my good gentleman, Isnot 
to be found elsewhere in all Christendom — but go hi to die 
vestry, I beg^ and read the Papal Brief hanging there; it 
will teach you that this sanctuary of Lampedusa is eqnal to 
^ Rome— yes, sir, the same in point of Privileges and io^ 
dulgences, whether during life or in articulo mortis. All that 
can be got at Rome, where bis Holiness the Pope dwells, can 
all be got here without any exception. When the shrinc of 
our Lady of the Cruaröm can say so much for itself," he con- 
cluded with a look of offended dignity, '^then^ and then onl/» 
shall I place it on a footing with this.'^ 

"Stiiy persisted Antonio, with much gravity, " though I 
am far from wishing to make comparisons, which are always 
odious things, still I have it from competent authority, that 
at the intercession of that Madonna of the Guaräia^ some 
miraculous eures have lately taken place," 

"May be so," said the Hermit with cool condescension» 
"Far be it from me to disparage the Madonna ddla Guaräki 
may be that she has cured some poor old gouty man or 
rheumatic old woman. But has she ever restored speech 
and hearing to those bom deaf and dumb, cured paralytici 
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bedridden for twenty-five years^ and made rain to fall at a 
day's notice?*' 

"You have thcn yourself witnessed real miracles?'' in- 
qoired Antonio. 

^'Santi cJaodil have I witnessed miracles? I hope I have/' 
borst out the old man eagerly. "Do you remember the 
spring of 1835? No, you don't, for you were not yet come 
to these parts. Not a drop of rain, I give you my solemn 
Word, had fallen for three whole months, and the crop of 
olives that promised so well that year, was fast going to 
destruction. There was nothing but lamentation through- 
oat the Riviera. Triduos had been performed; the sacra- 
ment had been exhibited for weeks in every parish round; 
Ifimmaa had been going on at the Madonna della Guardia, 
(with a slight sneerj the relics of San Benedetto had been 
shown; the miraculous crudfix in the oratory of San Se- 
bastian, at Taggia, had been carried in procession,— still not 
a drop of rain. AU hands were now raised in supplication 
to Castellaro. *What are the Castellini waiting for?' was 
asked on every side. 'They who possess such a miraculous 
Image, why do they not bring it forth? Do they mean to 
delay tili every hope of saving the olives is lost?' Well, 
^, what does our Cur6 do? He writes a beautiful letter to 
the Bishop of Ventimiglia, which made every one weep who 
read or heard it; now or never, he writes, is the time for 
having the Madonna of Lampedusa carried to the parish 
church, and shown to the faithful. The Bishop, like a holy 
man, as he is, sends back a beautiful letter in answer to the 
Cnr^'s, saying, that the time in fact was come to give the 
Madonna of Lampedusa a fair trial. On the first of May, 
tfaen, we set off in procession— such a crowd as you can 
have no conception of:— there were all the Confratemities 
60m Taggia, from Riva, from Pompejana, from Boscomara, 
indeed, where did they not come from? — so we set off, the 
Cur6 in his white surplice heading the procession, the Con- 
faitemities following behind with big tapers in their hands 
—real wax tapers— and we carry the blessed picture under 



246 DOCTOR ANTONIO, 

a baldaquin, just as if it had been the sacrament— wecany 
it, I say, to the parish church. Well, what do you tlunk was 
the consequence? On the evening of that same day,— nund, 
of that same day,— rumble^ rumble, rumble, flash, flash, 
üashy a terrific Üiunderstorm came on, and then down 
poured rain, rain, rain, in bucketsful, as though it had never 
rained before. To finish my story, our picture remained in 
the parish church for fifteen days, and for fifteen days the 
rain never ceased pouring in torrents; tili, at last, fearii^ 
there might be a second deluge, we brought the Madonna 
back in a hurry, and lo ! as soon as we had done diat^ there 
was an end of rain, and the sun shone out splendidly, and 
we had a plentiful harvest. Do you call this a mirade or 
not?'^ asked the Hermit, looking round on bis audiencewidi 
beaming eyes. 

Speranza and Battista, who had listened open-montiied 
to the Story, in a sort of trance of ecstasy, immediatelf 
sent forth a volley of inarticulate sounds, meant to express 
enthusiastic acquiescence and wonder. 

"But this is not alV resumed the Hermit, after a silenoe 
of a minute or two, the better to enjoy the renewed surprise 
of his listeners. "One evening, while the picture was in the 
parish church, another attendant and I had just replaced the 
fourteen big wax-tapers that burned before it all d[ay, by the 
fourteen oil lamps which, for the sake of economy, were 
lighted at night, and we were going away, when all of a 
sudden the lamps began to dance up and down. ^Do yoa 
see that?' said I to the other man. * Yes,' answered he all 
ofatremble; the word was scarcely spoken, when up and 
down went the lamps again." 

"Did the picture also dance up and downf asked An- 
tonio, with the most perfect composure. 

"Not the least,'* answered the Hermit, eamestly; "the 
picture did not move in the least. *The Madonna gives ns 
a sign,' says I to my comrade, * there is something wrong 
here.' And so we began rummaging about, poking under 
the benches, looking into the confessionals, and searching 
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ftvery hole and comer. For my part, to tcU you the truth, I 

thought that there might be thieves in the church, for you 

nrast know we have ten beautiful silver lamps there. We 

looked, and looked, -without Unding anything, and we had 

made up our minds to go away, when all at once the lamps 

began dancing more violently than ever. We set to work to 

search all over again, and guess what we found at last? — 

(A tantalizing stop; Speranza and Battista's eyes were ready 

tp Start out of their heads with thrilling expectation) — ^We 

found a little boy of six years old, quietly sleeping under 

Üie shelter of one of the minor altars. Now fancy, if the 

poor chUd had awakened in the dead of the night there all 

alone, he would certainly have died of fright. This is what 

the Madonna would not permit, so she gave us a sign, and 

through her holy interference, the innocent little crcature 

was saved from certain death." 

This conclusion not being contradicted by anybody, while 
it was most emphatically agreed to by Speranza and Battista, 
who knows how many more miracles the old man would 
have narrated^ had it not been for Antonio, who, announcing 
^t he must go to visit some patients, both at Castellaro 
sndTaggia, playfully drew the Hermit's arm under his own, 
9ad carried him off, on the plea of having some important 
communication to make respecting our Lady of the Guardia. 
Lucy recommenced drawing, Battista crept farther and 
l^rther away, then vanished altogether; and Speranza, seat- 
ing herseif by the side of her young benefactress, began to 
work at some of her wedding garments. We ought to have 
Said before, that, among the contrivances provided by Doc- 
tor Antonio's foresight for the convenience of his fellow- 
ttavellers, there figured a wide awning, which had been by 
his Orders put up over the terrace that moming, and it is 
Q&der its shade we leave Miss Davenne for a while. 

Among the niunerous loungers who were the constant 
Ornament of the Boulevard de Gand of Taggia, and con- 
sequently one of those who had marked the progress of our 
little party through the Pantano, was Signor Orlando 
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Pistacchini, manager and düef actor of the'drainaticoooi- 
pany bearing bis euphonious name, and forming the deUgfat 
of the respectable public of Taggia« When we make dus 
last affirmationy we avail ourselves of a rather hyperbolical 
phrase, copied literally from the manuscript bills placsrded 
at the four comers of the Pantano. If we were to State £aicts 
in their genuine historical nakedness, we ought to say, that 
as nobody went to the theatre, so the Company in questioa 
formed the delight or horror of nobody; and we are free 
also to declare^ that the honourable eorps dramatique were 
bona fide starving. A very unpleasant predicament, and one 
which caused the unlucky manager, who was fasting from 
all foody to lean rather dejectedly against a stone piflar, 
ruminating as to how or where he was likely to find a dinner. 
Roused from his sad reflections by the advent of the 
strangers, Orlando Pistacchini languidly raised hu bat, 
speculated for one moment on what they might have had 
for breakfast, and then relapsed into his painful meditatiraii 
But when fame with her hundred tnmipets, or to speak less 
poetically, but more tnily, when a tall, fair-haired cabinet- 
maker spread far and wide the intelligence that Doctor An- 
tonio's two companions were none other than the Milordo 
Inglese of Bordighera and his daughter, on their way to 
Lampedusa, where they were to stay a couple of days — ^when 
the manager, we say, heard this, a sudden fiash of light 
reveaied to him an endless succession of breakfasts and 
dinners; he ran home at füll speed, sat down at his table, 
and wrote as foUows: — 

"Most Illustrious Milordo, 
"When a friend and protector of the fine arts of yonr 
rank and generosity, comes within the reach of such humUe 
but sincere votaries and worshippers of Melporaene and 
Thalia as we profess to be, we should be unworthy indeed 
of that name of artists in which we pride ourselves, did wc 
not reverently tender to the noble representativc of ART 
and Great Britain such public testimony of rcspectfid 
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sympathy and deference as in our power lies. To that effect 
the Pistacchini Dramatic Company are making preparations 
for an extra Performance on the evening of to-morrow, the 
22d June^ to consist of the fifth act of the celebrated Tragedy 

ARISTODEMO, 

' FOLLOWBD BY THB HIGHLY ENTBRTAINING COMBDY 

UAJO NELL' IMBARAZZO, 
(The Tutor in a Puzzle^) 
in which Orlando Pistacchini will have the honour to appear 
as Aristodemo and l'Ajo. Such is the entertainment for 
which we solicit the patronage of the English Mecaenas^ and 
at which we humbly crave the favour of his presence, and 
that of his unparalleled daughter. All Taggia will flock to 
the theatre to do honour to such distinguished guests. We 
hope you will come. Alas ! the muse is too often unheeded 
now-a-daysy and if noble and generous hands are not raised 
in her support^ what is to become of her? We therefore 
entreat you most humbly to come. This is the ardent prayer 
of your Lordship's most humble and obedient servant, 

"Orlando Pistacchini, 

"Manager and Chief Acior. 

"i\^. B, — ^No pains or expense will be spared to give the 
Performance the splendour befitting so glorious an occasion. 
The house will be lighted a giorno^ and a flight of pigeons 
will take place between the Tragedy and Comedy. We trust 
to your noble heart too entirely to apprehend the disappoint- 
ment of a refusal.'^ 

Orlando made two copies of this sort of last lay of a 
manager on the brink of destruction; the second, with slight 
variationsy being intended for Miss Davenne, and then went 
to bedy ^perchance to sleep.^' The next moming saw him 
and bis spouse Signora Rosalinda, (a little round body, 
choking with fat, and something asthmatic,) both dressed 
in their best attire, blowing and panting in the hot sun, on 
the road to Lampedusa. 
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Sir John Davenne, much about the same time^ after a 
comfortable breakfast, had taken a fancy to go and enjoy 
bis moming's paper in the shade of one of the two evergreen 
oaks that spread their dorne of verdure at a little distance 
in front of the sanctuary. The shade being very thick, and 
a little breeze blowing from the north, Sir John, after an 
hour or so, feit rather chilly, so he got up, and began, with 
eyes still riveted on the paper , wsdking slowly forwsurd in 
the sun, and, as bis evil star would have it, in the direction 
of Castellaro. The Baronet was in the keen enjoyment of a 
very sharp attack on the Whig leader of the House by a 
member of the Opposition, when all of a sudden a shadow 
feil on bis paper, and raising bis eyes, he found himself coo- 
fronted by a very short apoplectic-looking wooian, in a 
faded pink bonnet, and a tall, lanky yellow man, all skinand 
bonos, both of whom, with outstretched arms and frantic 
gesticulations, proceeded forthwith to apostrophize him in a 
violently theatrical manner. Sir John hurried on with an 
oath; the man and woman, gasping and panting, but keep- 
ing their place on either side of the astounded Baronet, most 
gallantly maintained their fire. Sir John in despair wheeled 
round again, and quickened bis walk almost to a run; the 
dramatic pair wheeled also, quickening their pace in the 
same proportion, the lady in particular skipping afterhiffl 
in bot chase. 

^'Gracious me!'' saidSperanza, happening at the moment 
to look in that direction; ^'what can Milor, your papa, be 
running so for?" 

"Don't you see a man and woman pursuing him?'* ex« 
daimed Lucy in dismay; "they are thievesj pcrhaps." 

"Oh, no! no danger ofthat," replied Speranza. **I see 
now who they are; it is the manager of the Taggia theatre» 
Signor Pistacchini, with bis wife. PH run down and seewhat 
it is they want." 

In another moment, Sir John stepped on the terrace^ 
quite out of breath and temper. "What is the matter, 
papa?" cried Lucy, 
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**How can I teil you, child?** grunted Sir John. "A 
couple of vagabondSy who stick to me like my shadow, 
bellowing all the while as if they were possessed. I don't 
widerstand a word they are saying. No privacy to be had 
in this country, not even at the top of a mountain.'' 

''Speranzaknows these people/' saidLucy, soothingly; 
.^they are actors belong^g to the theatre of Taggia; they 
mean no härm, I am sure.^' 

** What is it to me whether they mean härm or not, when 
they do me actual härm?'' replied the Baronet, sullenly. 
^'Confound the — a — pair of impudent stroUers.'* 

Lucy was silent. Speranza came back presently with the 
two £eusious addresses, and said that Signor and Signora 
Pistacchini having heard of Miss Davenne and Sir John's 
being in the neighbourhood, (it was worth something to 
hear Speranza say Sir John,) had settled to give a grand 
Performance in their honour, and had come up on foot all 
the way from Taggia to entreat that father and daughter 
would honour the theatre with their presence. "The poor 
creatures are steaming like horses, and are so worn out and 
fainty'' continued the girl, her voice dying into a whisper, 
meant only for Lucy's ear. 

''Are faint with hunger?'' cried out Lucy, quite shocked, 
and her voice vibrated with painful surprise. "Papa, these 
poor people have walked all the way from Taggia, and have 
had no breakfast.^' 

"Well, what ofthat?** retumedpapa, peevishly; "ifthey 
have had no breakfast, why, let them have one, that's all.'* 

Acting upon this hint, Speranza was despatched with 
Orders to see that Signor Pistacchini and his wife were treated 
to a good meal, and to say that afterwards Miss Davenne 
would be happy to receive them. Lucy then looked over 
the addresses, and not without some peals of laughter did 
she translate to her father the one intended for him. Sir 
John could not help smiling at what he properly named the 
hungry style of the address. Shall we add that the incense 
it exhaled, however gross, rather agreeably tickled the 
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worthy Baronef s senses, and tliat the Statement aboat flie 
advent of the British Mecaenas found favour in his sigfatf 

"Suppose we go, papa?** saidLucy, seeing herfiülier 
restored to serenity. 

*'And come back past midnight, up that break-ned 
road?'* asked Sir John. «Nonsense, my dear. Signor 
Pastaccani, or whatever you call him, and his wife, do M 
care a fig for our presence; it is money they want. Ghe 
them some, and get rid of them.'' 

** We had better ask Doctor Antonio what to dOy** Said 
Lucy. "Though it is clear enough that these people are 
sadly in want, yet^' (she went on with some hesitation) ''itis 
difficult to offer money to people who ask for none« and, kt 
what we know, may have seen better days." — Kind, sensibk^ 
considerate Lucyl 

"Pooh!" Said Sir John, rising to go, "try and you wä 
see whether they take it or not.'* 

Agreed, Sir John, ten to one they would take it. Hunger, 
malesuada famesy as you have read at school, is a beast hard 
to manage, and most of those who are in the saddle will 
dismount on any terms. Still the method you propose has 
objections. Might not that handful of coins you bid yoiir 
gentle daughter tender in the shape of alms, bring a bloshi» 
those two wrinkled brows, which had better be spared them; 
or rend away one more shred of that last safeguard of 
honesty, self-respect, which had better be left untouchedl 
While, if you wait tili to-morrow, and send your large or 
small donation— through the benevolentDoctor, for instance 
— send it as an equivalent for the pleasure that was pre- 
pared for you, the odds are ninety to a hundred that yot 
wound no feeling, bow down no head in shame, and aie 
blcssed all the same as a generous benefactor. 

These reflections, that for the sake of effect, we have pnt 
under the form of an apostrophe to our friend the Baroncli 
rose spontaneously in the mind of our sweet heroine, and 
prompted her behaviour during her subsequent interview 
with Signor Pistacchini, and Signora Rosalinda. Far from 
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ofiering money, Miss Davenne did not make even a remote 
allusion of the sort. She said how sorry she was that they 
had had such a bot and fatiguing walk, and how grateful 
she and her father were for their Aattering invitation; she 
was not sure whether she could avail herseif of it, but some 
of her friends would be sure to go to the theatre, and con- 
sequently she begged that two boxes^ at all events, might 
be retained for their party in the name of Sir John Davenne. 
Upon this Signor Pistacchini and bis wife took their leave, 
if not quite satisfied with the result of their expedition, yet 
higfaly enchanted with their reception, and so entirely con- 
qaered byLucy's grace and kindness, that they erophatically 
dedared to Speranza, as she faithfully reported, that the 
young lady was an angel, and as such, they still hoped, would 
condescend to honour them with her presence on the ensu- 
ingevening. 

^And why should you not go, dear ladyf^' said Speranza, 
her great eyes sparkUng — *<only think what a splendid Per- 
formance it will be, with illuminations as bright as day, and 
a flight of pigeonsl^' 

^Should you like to see it?'' asked Lucy, smiling at the 
peasant girFs enthusiasm. 

"Oh yes!— of all things in the world— and Battista too," 
was the naive reply. *' Signor Pistacchini is such a beautiful 
actor, they say.'* 

"Indeedl" said Lucy; "well, Speranza, you shallgo/' 

''Not unless you do,'' answered Speranza, resolutely. 

"And why not?'' retumed Lucy. Speranza silently shook 
her head« "We shall see what Doctor Antonio says about 
the matter; at all events, you shall stay here tili to-morrow. 
Hutchins, I daresay, will find a comer for you in her room^ 
and Battista must do the best he can for himself." 

"Oh! never mind him, he can sleep anywhere," said 
Speranza; and away she ran in high glee to communicate 
this nnexpected arrangement to her lover. 

When Doctor Antonio retumed, Lucy gave him Signor 
Pistacchini's fine piece of eloquence to read. 
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^'What do you think of doingf he asked. 

"What should you advisef inquired Lnqf in te 
tum. 

^'I should adviseyou to go,^ said the Doctor; "here a 
little bit of human nature offers to your Observation, whf 
should you not profit by the opportunity? So my advice 
is, Go." 

"I would fain do so/' retumed Lucy, **chiefly onSpe- 
ranza's account, who has set her heart on going. But ps^ 
objects^ as it would be difficult to come back to Lampedtisa 
at night." 

'' 1 don't see why you should absolutely come bade to 
Lampedusa for the night," observed Antonio. 

''Have you not told me yourself many a time that tbere 
is no decent hotel at Taggia?" 

"True," said the Italian; "but you and your ÜEUher could 
sleep at Signora Elconora's." 

"You mean at the house you call your homef 

"Just so. Signora Eleonora wishes very mach to make 
your acquaintance." 

"I am much obliged both to her and you, but it isnot 
my habit to put to any inconvenience persons whom I don^ 
know. We shall not go." 

This brief sentence was delivered curtly, haughtlly, al- 
most scornfuUy, in the best style of Sir John Davenne him- 
seif, when on his high horse. Antonio coloured deeply, bat 
said nothing. He went to a chair at some distance, tookup 
the paper that was lying on it, sat down, and seemed aly* 
sorbed by its Contents. We cannot vouch that he did actn- 
ally read, unless he read the same word over and over agaio, 
as his eyes did not move. Lucy went on with her drawing, 
seemingly in a great hurry to finish and get rid of it. 

Presently Speranza came in singing merrily, ^^Ma Pamor 
della Rosina, Dove mai lo irove^ — but the song died on her 
lips the moment she saw the couple on the terrace, sitting 
so far apart from one another, with every appearance of in* 
difference to each other's society. She went on tiptoe to 
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Doctor Antonio, and askcd in an under tone, "Are we to go 
to the theatre?'* 

"I am afraid not, my poor Speranza; Miss Davenne re- 
fuses to sleep at Signora Eleonora's." 

"Oh! what a pity!" cried Speranza, very crest-fallen, 
**and why does she refuse?" 

"I do notknow — you can ask herseif.'* 

Speranza went to Lucy, and bending down at her side, 
Said something to her in a whisper, overheard by the Doctor. 
Lucy rose instantly, went up to Doctor Antonio, and leaning 
on the back of his chair, said, with some little confusion, 
"Is the kindest of doctors still inclined to introduce the 
crossest of girls to Signora Eleonora?'' 

"To be sure!" said Antonio, looking up at her with a 
queer mixture of amazement and pleasure; "how can you 
doubt it?*' 

"Then,^' said Lucy, all smiles and blushes, "I shall be 
most happy to make your friend's acquaintance.'' 

Now or never would have been the time for the Doctor's 
exclainxing with Figaro: — "jDonne, Donne, etemi Bei cht 
t^ arrioa a indovinarf** Who, indeed, can fathom the depths 
of a woman's heart? Here was a girl, just now all pepper 
and vinegar, who suddenly becomes as sweet as sugar- 
candy; she, who scornfully refused, but a moment ago, to 
accept a civility from a person she did not TcnoWy now begs 
as a favour to be introduced to that very person! Where is 
tbe criterion, we would like to know, whereby to account 
for such flagrant contradictions? We had a faint hope of 
finding a clue to this riddle in the few words whispered by 
Speranza to the young lady, but the more we reflect on 
those words, the less can we see how they could have oc- 
casioned that sudden change in Miss Davenne's disposition; 
however, let the judicious reader judge for himself, and 
make what he can of them; we transcribe them literally. 
**Why,'' had said Speranza, "why, dear lady, will you not 
^o to Signora Eleonora? She is the nicest and sweetest old 
lady in all the Riviera,'* 
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Another thing that puzzles us is this, how a man od 
and feeling as we take Antonio to be, sbould not have c 
on Lucy to explain the why of her unreasonable cross 
or how it was that he should not have thought prop 
least, to put on a look expressive of some displeasure : 
wilful ways of the dear spoiled child. But quite the 
trary. Antonio gazed on her more fondly than evei 
addressed her with a thrill in his voice, as if Miss I 
whim had still more endeared her to him. 



€t 



And Sir Johnf' asked the Doctor. 

"We must try and coax papa to agree to go,** said 
The negotiation with Sir John was long and difficult, h 
all dinner-time. Lucy brought all her feminine dipk 
to bear against papa, and was admirably seconded b; 
rogue of a Doctor Antonio, who, irom time to time^ 
out mysterious hints about Signora Eleonora's ancc 
and talked in such a way about the loop-holes and 
mates of that lady's dwelling, as invested it with the pr 
of a Castle. What could Sir John, thus attacked in 
weak point, do but yield? Lucy was in the most an 
and cheerful mood all the rast of the day, she had 
such a fancy to the old lady, that she could speak of m 
eise, and during the quiet walk she took after dinner 
her father and Doctor Antonio, to the jungle of wild 
Lucy insisted on hearing the Signora's story, which d 
take long telling. Signora Eleonora was a widow, of ^ 
numerous family only two sons survived, and both of 
sons were political exiles. The lady had left Geno; 
former residcnce of the family, for the environs of T 
where all that remained of the bulk of her propert 
situated, and where she lived in great retirement. A 
story, concluded Antonio, which might easily be m 
long and impressive one, could only the hundredth p 
the sorrow, fortitude, and active charity, comprised 
be related, How warmly Lucy sympathized now 
Doctor Antonio's admiration for Signora Eleonora j 
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keenly she feit for her, and for another poor bereaved 
Diother whose only son was also an exile! 



CHAPTER XVII. 

The Theatre. 

On Coming to the Sanctuary next moming, Antonio 
found Lucy very busy making a sketch of Signora Eleonora's 
housey which she intended as a present to the old lady. 
Lucy had not discovered tili that morning how picturesque 
the old building looked, and how nicely the dark-vaulted 
gallery along its front contrasted with the open terrace 
«bove^ all verdant with a trellis of vine. Antonio sat down 
by Lucy, and began telling her how on the previous evening 
]ie had paid a visit to the Pistacchinis, whom he had found 
tnpping on a salad — to give them the longed-for news that 
j^ John Davenne and his daughter would honour the play 
vith their Company on the morrow; and how the intelligence 
had been received with such frantic demonstrations of joy, 
such hurrahing, such dancing about the room, such a throw- 
mg of the poor salad out of the window, that he, the Doctor, 
had for a moment hesitated whether he ought not to have 
lecourse to his lancet as a sedative. ^'To see the manager/' 
pursued the Doctor, ''as I have seen him this morning, 
parading through the Pantano in all his glory, receiving and 
toswering with a royal condescension suited to Aristodemo, 
«pplications for tickets pouring in on him from all sides 
^-to hear the thrilling inflections of his voice, as he con* 
6deiitially stated to me that places were at a premium, 
^nd that he relied on the receipt of a hundred francs — to 
•ee and hear this was better than any comedy ever acted. 
Vou are going to make the fortune of the Company. All 
Taggia will assemble in the theatre to see the English 
&nfly.'' 

^But how do they know that we shall be there?'' asked 

Doetor Anionto, I? 
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'^Everything is known in small places like tMs, and theo 
Pistacchini has taken good care that the public shall be dr- 
cumstantially informed. There is even now hanging over 
the Cartellone (huge play-bill) in the Pantano, this announce- 
ment in letters half-a-foot high, Under the Patranage of ike 
English Famüy; besides which, all the manuscript bflls 
placarded at every corner have a significant N. B. in laige 
text, Thepresence ofthe English Famüy is certam!^ 

Lucy was excessively diverted by the notion of thus fonn* 
ing the great attraction of the evening's Performance, and 
Antonio went on to teil her of the arrangements he htd 
made. There was, as far as he could judge, but onepos- 
sibility of anything going wrong. Signora £leonoA M 
done wonders already in providing for the reception notonly 
of Sir John and his daughter, but also in Unding a room for 
Speranza and Hutchins; that, however, was all she could do. 
Now, Doctor Antonio had his misgivings how English yAn 
would stand the delights and comforts of theTaggiaZoeoi^ 
whither he was to go under Battista^s Charge. John had, ti 
be sure, been seen to smile when told at what cost he most 
enjoy the theatre; "but his ignorance," stated Doctor An* 
tonio, "is a bliss from which I dread his awaking. And to- 
morrow, at two o'clock,'' ended the Doctor, **I have scttied 
with Sir John that the whole party shall be at the cross-wayi 
where the Taggia road joins that of Nice, to retum to Bw- 
dighera.'' 

"I shall be glad to see that old ugly Osteria agaln,** said 
Lucy, smiling; "what transports Rosa will be in to havens 
back!" 

At a little past seven in the evening, Sir John and Lucy 
mounted the mules that were to take them down the rnous* 
tain. Sir John was as trim and precise in his dress as if he 
had been going to Her Majesty's Theatre on a drawing-roon 
hight; Lucy was in her blue muslin, and broad straw>hat, 
which Speranza had adomed with blue comflowers and red 
poppies, and vastly lovely she looked, the little flutter of her 
spirits giving unusual bri|^htnes$ to her complexion* It beiof 
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still broad daylight, the desCent though steep had no danger; 
Antonio^ however, had bis band all tbe way on tbe young 
lady's bridle-rein. Tbey left the mules at tbe entrance of 
&e bridge, and joined by tbe two Englisb servants and the 
Italian lovers, tbey crossed over in military order, turned to 
fhe left, and softer a five minutes' walk by tbe river-side, came 
all at once on an enonnous palace. '^It is curious, is it not/' 
remarked Antonio, ^'to find in a small town like Taggia, a 
bailding belonging to a private family, of such magnificence 
«nd taste as this, having a theatre to boot, like anotber Ver- 
sailles?'' A crowd was assembled bere, evidently gaping 
with curiosity, but a passage was at once made for tbe £ng- 
lifllivisitors, wbo where piloted by Antonio, through a gate 
to the left, into a peristyle swarming with people on tiptoe 
also, to get a peep of tbe illustrious strangers. 

To the left of the entrance-door was a table covered with 

a red doth, and on tbe table, between two ligbted wax-candles, 

was a silver basin, containing a fair average of coins, some 

modestly enveloped in paper, others boldly uncovered, and 

before that table, like the Dragon of Hesperides, was seated 

onr newly made acquaintance, Orlando Pistacchini, in tbe 

loyalrobes, andonbishead tberoyalbandeauof Aristodemus, 

king of Messenia. As soon as he caught a glimpse of Sir John, 

he rose up, laid bis two palms on bisheart, and inthatattitude 

made a low obeisance to the new comers. Sir John, wbo had 

been previously instructed by Antonio of the custom on such 

occasions, dropped a very neat compact little packet of white 

paper into tbe basin, which, as it feil, gave forth a most ex- 

hilarating jingle. Expectation was at its bigbest pitch, every 

neck lengüiened andstrained towards tbe table. Aristodemus 

bowed onceagain, had one wild passing thought of snatching 

at the packet; but conquering the temptation, led the way 

«p a flight of wooden stairs to tbe two reserved boxes. Here 

he again crossed bis palms over bis beart, bowed low, and 

retreated witbout turning bis back, as though in the presence 

of royalty. Lucy put ofif her hat, and leaning over tbe front 

9i the box, with her beautiful rieh ringlets flowing in pro- 

17* 
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f usion down her cheeks and neck, elidted a general mutmnr 
of admiration from every part of the house. 

It was a pretty little theatre, brilliantly illuminated with 
wax-candles, and pitandboxes crammed tosuffbcation« ''All 
the ban and arrüre ban of the local aristocraqr aie at thdr 
post," whispered Antonio to Lucy. 

''Aristocracy at Taggia!'' said Lucy, smiling. 
''Yes, indeedy and among the most stiff-necked of aristo* 
cracies/' remarked Antonio, slyly. ''The list is headed bya 
marchionesSy that elderly lady there with the Genoese 
pezzoito on her head, and who looks— mark that I only say 
looks— so unpretending. This palace and theatre belong to 
her, and her family have been lords of the soil €rom thne 
immemorial. The marchioness has paid you the compUment 
of giving up her box to you this evening," 

"How kind! exclaimed Lucy; "I should like to beable 
to thank her." 

"You can adopt our Italian custom, if you like, and pay 

her a visit in her box. That pinched nose and yellow üat^ 

shadowed by white feathers on the left, belong to a baroness, 

and the old gentleman with the powdered head, whispering 

in her ear, and who looks so füll of importance, is the mayor 

ofthetown. That grey-haired, grey-eyed, lusty countenance 

beyond, which looks so innocent" — Antonio's descriptions 

were suddenly cut short by a sharp whistle, and the curtain 

rising discovered to view Aristodemo in that peculiar brown 

study, which seems the normal conditionof all tragedyheroes. 

But not all Orlando's efforts at official despondency could 

subdue the joyous twinkle which the certainty of a monster- 

receipt had kindled in his eyes. Aristodemus went through 

his part with spirit, and met his death in gallant style, bis 

fall being pronounced capital by connoisseurs. Lucy had 

all the while the benefit of a double Performance, of which 

the one on the stage was not the most interesting. Through 

a chink in the wooden partition between the boxes, she and 

Antonio could see Battista's countenance, and watch all the 

crescendo of terror depicted in the young man's £eatureS| 
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when he saw the king feel for his poniard and try its point. 
''Is he going to kill l^mself?'' he asked of Speranza in great 
alarm; and what a Start he gave, and how his hair literally 
stood on end when the Steps of the spectre, who is supposed 
to inhabit the royal tomb, were heard approaching, and 
Aristodemus^ driven to madness by the sound^ actually 
plunged his poniard into his breast! 

TTie flight of pigeons which came after the tragedy gave 
rise to an inddent which still farther increased the excite- 
mcnt always attendant on this pretty sight. Inventive Signor 
Pistacchini had arranged, as he hoped, an agreeable sur- 
prise for the English visitors and the public, in the shape of 
a pig^on, which, fastened by some contrivance of his own to 
two packthreads thrown across from a sort of csil de basuf'm 
the drop-scene to the front of the box occupied by the 
strangersy was to appear to glide of its own accord within 
their readi* Now, from some impediment or other, the bird 
thus launched only achieved half of its aerial course, and 
stoppingmidway, hung head downwards, Auttering its wings 
most piteonsly. This mischance caused an immoderate up- 
roar; the whole pit rose at once, the most enthusiastic Stand- 
ing on the benches with uplifted arms, vainly striving to 
teach the pigeon, while a universal shout for the manager 
was raised. Pistacchini quickly made his appearance, armed 
with a pole, and getting down from the stage into the pit, 
he managed to push the unlucky bird sufficiently near to 
Lucy to a&ow Antonio to release and deliver it into the Eng- 
lish girPs hands, amid a thunder of applause. 

This little addition to the entertainment, which was not 
in the evening's programme, being over, Lucy went and paid 
a Visit to the marchioness to thank that noble lady for having 
ghren up her box. "So very kind," said Miss Lucy, "as it 
undoubtedly afTorded the best view of the stage;" and then 
she spoke so nicely about the beauty of the palace and the 
prettiness of the theatre, that she left the old dowager highly 
prepossessed in her favour. 

After having endured the protracted terrors of the tragedy. 
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Battista might be held entitled to some indemmfication aJ^ 
the manager's hands, and if so, he certainly received aa 
ample one from the comedy which followed. Who could 
depict his transports at seeing the ^'Puzzled Tutor'' listen- 
ing thunderstruck to his eldest pupil's confession that he is 
marriedy yes, positively married to the young lady of the 
house opposite! Unhappy tutor, what is he to say to bis 
pupiPs father, who has ordained and decreed that his sons 
are never to exchange a word with one of the other sexl 
Not only married, but, Heaven help usl the papa of a baby 
who is actually heard crying and screaming! The tutoris 
ready to tear his hair. His pupil a familyman, his misogamist 
employer a grandfather! Intowhat fits of irresistiblelaughter 
was Battista thrown when the youngest son of this terriUci 
count is surprised by his father, on his knees^ making a de- 
claration to Martha the old cook? and then, when the 
'^Puzzled Dominie'' is persuaded to go and fetch the baby, 
and is confronted on the way back by the count^ who flings 
open the poor man's scanty cloak and discovers the mfant 
Bernardino topsy-turvy, like the poor pigeon, what ecstasy 
of glee could be compared to that of Battista? And, indeed, 
who could help laughing at the droUery of this comedy? 
Even to Sir John Davenne, who understood but little of what 
was going on, the laughter was contagious, while, as for 
Lucy, she laughed almost as much as Battista. 

Before the end of the evening the marchioness returned 
Lucy's Visit, and the mayor, as the representative of the 
town, came partly to pay his respects to Sir John and Miss 
Davenne, and partly to indulge his own curiosity and that 
of the baroness, whose compliments he was charged to de- 
liver. Lucy was really pleased with all this attention, and 
the proud Baronet not a little gratified, particularly as that 
wag of a doctor minutely detailed with becoming gravityall 
the titles and qualifications of these personages. 

It was past midnight when the curtain feil for good and 
all, and our party made their exit from the theatre, Antonio 
confiding to Lucy as he saw John — rendered more than 
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usually solemn by the reflected honours of the evening — 
marching away with Battista, that he respected John as a 
Qiartyr« As fdr the English lady's-maid , who, arm-in-arm 
with Speranza, foUowed in the rear of Sir John, Lucy, and 
Antonio^ she was in a great State of flutter; and when she 
discovered that the party of young man — the cabinet-maker 
ytry conspicuous — before and behind them, carrying blazing 
torches, and singing Rossini's ''Buona Sera/' were there to 
do them honour, she feil to crying and laughing, it was so 
dread£ally afiecting, she declared. This escort was quite a 
spontaneous compliment, Doctor Antonio asserted, with 
which he had nothing to do. Thus accompanied they reached 
Signora Eleonora's house, where they were received by a 
smart young woman and man, it having been made one of 
the conditions of the acceptance of the old lady's hospitality, 
that she should not sit up for them; and after taking tea, 
which was all ready, the Baronet and his daughter were 
shewn to their rooms, Speranza and Miss Hutchins to theirs, 
and th^ Doctor departed to find a bed at some other friend's 
house. 

It was rather late in the moming when Lucy, after a night 
of sound sleep, got up, and going to open the window to let 
in the fresh air, caught sight of a comely lady, dressed in 
black, Walking in the garden below, who appeared to be im- 
pressing directions in a cautious whisper on the smart young 
won:ian, Lucy's acquaintance of the previous evening, now 
busy gathering flowers to add to the large nosegay she 
already held in her band. The noise of the window opening 
caused Signora Eleonora to look up. "Ah! good moming, 
AGss Davenne,*' said the lady in a tone of hearty welcome, 
**it does my heart good to see you; I hope we have not dis- 
tarbed your sleep?" 

"Oh! not at all, thank you,** said Lucy, blushing, "I have 
slept so welL" 

"So much the better," returned the kind old lady ; "young 
people need a good deal of rest. You must let me know when 
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you are ready to receive me. I long to kiss äiat sweet £ice' 
of yours." 

When, shortly after, the Italian lady^ carrying the flowen 
with her, went to visit her young g^est^ there was in her 
voice and smile so much softness, something so touching in 
the slight melancholy that feil, like a veil, over her whole 
person, something so truly motherly in the manner with 
which, taking Lucy's hands in her own, she parted the' 
ringlets from the fair brow, and kissed her the while, and 
called her "my child," that Lucy feit a tightening of her 
throat, which prevented her giving an answer to tbekind 
inquiries after her health, and leant her lovely head on the 
bosom of her newiy-found friend. Poor Lucy could nothelp 
thinking all the time of her own dear mother. ^* 

While the two ladies were thus making acquaintance with 
one another, Sir John had been on a tour of inspection, and 
was receiving iropressions from all he saw much to the ad* 
vantage of the dwelling and its owner. Though not lookii^ 
half so grand as they had done on the night before, when 
Seen by torch-light, still the gloomy archway and avenuc of 
stone pillars that led up to the house, and the dingy, strong- 
built house itself, all had a solemn, stern appearance of their 
own, which pleased and interested the Englishman. The 
half-effaced frescoes on the time-worn walls, the mutilated 
Statue of the marble fountain, facing the entrance, the coat 
of arms, carved in black stone over the doors and over the 
mantel-pieces of the huge fireplaces within, all such vestiges 
of ancient splendour had been noticed and chronicled in 
favour of Signora Eleonora, and had set working the bump 
of veneration for old things and old times, which was among 
the most prominent on the Baronet's skull. Doctor Antonio, 
bent on obtaining his breakfast, came suddenly upon the 
Baronet, who was standing with head thrown back, ap- 
parently meditating on a species of old funnel, with a double 
opening over the great door, which Doctor Antonio said was 
an appendage of most houses near the coast, being meant 
to enable those within to pour down heated liquids on the 
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assailants« The appearance of the Chitelaine, just coming 
from the garden, hand in hand with Lucy, completed the 
series of agreeable impressions received by the Baronet, 
who, unable to express his feelings otherwise, hastened for- 
ward to hand the cid lady to the housewith all due deference. 
Signora Eleonora was not only ladylike, as he subsequently 
wMspered to Antonio 9. but had sdl the dignity of manner 
betonging to a court. 

The table was laid on the terrace, of which we have 
already had occasion to speak, and Signora Eleonora and 
her guests sat down to breakfast in the pleasant shade of a 
vine, which, trained over a trellis, hung down in festoons, 
forming a verdant wall on all sides, except to the south, 
from whence there was a glorious view of the sea. Signora 
Eleonora did the honours of the table with that easy grace 
of manner, under which a true lady of the old school knows 
so well how to hide her unremitting attention to the comfort 
of each g^est. To see her smile so pleasantly, to hear her 
talk so cheerfully, you would never surmise that the dear 
old lady had wounds in her heart which bled without inter- 
mission* Signora Eleonora did not make one of that 
ftumerous sisterhood who use their own sorrows as a club 
with which to knock down other people's spirits. Indeed, 
during the two hours she had spent with Lucy the kind soul 
had not so much as made the most covert allusion to her 
trials; and Lucy, though ardently wishing to show her sym- 
pathy, had not dared to broach a subject so kept in the back- 
gronnd« Encouraged, however, by the Doctor's presence, 
our sweet English girl now made bold to ask Signora 
Eleonora how her sons were. They were very well when 
last she heard, was the answer. 

**I hope/' went on Lucy, after a little hesitation, "that 
you hear regularly from them?'' 

"Pretty regularly,'* said the old lady, "hitherto, thank 
God; a little sooner or a little later, letters from my sons 
have always föund their way to me." 

Lucy's eyes turned to Antonio« 
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''Signora Eleonora means to say/' explained theDoctor, 
<^that hitherto the person or persons deputed to openand 
scan all letters from the Signora's sons to her, or hos to 
them, have been generous enough to let them reach their 
destination/' 

^^It is too hsid," exclaimed the warm-hearted Lucy, ^to 
interfere in that way between a mother and her sons.'' 

^^Bad as the case is/' observed the Signora, meekly, ''it 
might be still worse. I have heard of poor PoUsh refugees 
who were pitilessly cut off for years and years from all 
epistolary intercourse with their mothers and wives." 

Honest Sir John, on being made cognizant of the topic 
they were discussing, declared that he considered the cbaije 
thus laid at the door of the Government of so serious and 
odious a nature, that — that — that — 

That you can scarcely believe it/' prompted Antonio» 
unless clearly proved by facts. Tliis is but just. Wfll 
Signora Eleonora allow me to teil Sir John the story of the 
French marshal?" 

Signora Eleanora having smiled assent, Antonio pro- 
ceeded thus :— "One of Signora Eleanora's sons, at thattimo 
a child of eight years old, while living here, took a great 
liking to a boy of his own age, a native of Taggjia, and thcy 
became great play-fellows and friends. In the course of 
years this boy was drawn for the army, and rose to the rank 
of serjeant. Two years ago this young man happened to 
come here on a visit to his parents, and Signora Eleonoia, 
naturally enough, in writing to her son, mentioned that his 
former play-fellow, now a good-looking soldier of eight-and- 
twenty, had risen to be a non-commissioned officer. The 
Signora's son wrote back how glad he was to hear of the 
good fortune of the *marshal/ as he jokingly called his 
former playmate. Well and good. A few days after re- 
ceiving this letter, who should call upon Signora Eleonora 
but that same powder-headed old gentleman who paid you 
a visit in your box last evening, no other, in fact, than the 
Major of Taggia, who required of her to let him see without 
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dday the French marshal she harboured in her house, or 
it woiüd be bis unpleasant duty— such being the precise 
Orders he had received from Turm — to proceed to search 
the house« Signora Eleonora at first could scarcely believe 
her own ears, A French marshal!— where had she ever 
known one? At last she recoUected her son's letter, and so 
kughed at the worthy magistrate as quite to put him out of 
countenance. Explanations were given, the letter shown, 
and here the matter ended.'^ 

Sir John had heard before of permanent courts-martial 
for tryingy shooting, or hanging Italian patriots by the score, 
of thousands languishing in prison, or wandering homeless 
flirough the world, yet none of these coUective misfortunes 
had awakened bis sympathies or aroused bis Indignation 
half so much as this little anecdote. There was something 
so puerile, so mean in such surveillance, he said. Thus, a 
homoeopatbicdoseof medicine has sometimes been known to 
act powerfuUy on constitutions which had resisted allopathic 
doses ten thousand times as strong. It may be, too, that 
ihe sight of the gentle-looking person to whom such in- 
dignities had been offered, had roused all the man in Sir 
John's breast. We suppose that he knew nothing at that 
thne of a certain English Statute which made it legal in 
eertain circumstances, and under certain regulations, to 
break the seal of private letters and pry into their contents, 
even in bis constitutional and free country; ten to one but 
tfaaty when he did become aware of such a provision, though 
loathing the very name of reform, he wished for a reform in 
hat respect, and did bis best to bring one about. 

After breakfast Lucy went to her room to fetch the 
Icetch which she had made of Signora Eleonora's house. 
fhe cid lady was as much pleased with it as though it had 
lOt been the work of a beginner, and fastening it to the wall 
1 her sitting-room, said that she should never see it without 
tiinking of her young English friend. It was now time to 
o. The Signora insisted upon accompanying them to the 
nd of the avenue. Sir John offered her bis arm^ and it was 



268 DOCTOR ANTONIO. 

a pleasure to see with what a courtly and deferential mrhe 
supported his hostess^ and the care he took to suit his Step 
to hers. The parting between the two ladies was toncfaing; 
they separated more like friends than acquaintances of a 
few hours' standing. Big tears trembled in Luc/s eyes as 
she fondly kissed the withered cheeks of the old lady, and 
Said, '^I pray that one day you may be consoled byyonr 
dear ones being restored to you.'' Big tears trembled in 
Signora Eleonora's eyes, as, kissing the fresh beautifol gtri, 
she answered, '^May it please God to listen to your prayer. 
I live in hope; but if the Almighty has willed it otherwise,! 
have faith that we shall all meet there,'' and she raisedber 
eyes to heaven. "God bless you! Farewelll*'— and thcf 
were gone. 

Signora Eleonora stood still, giving a last wave of ber 
band ere they disappeared at the tum of the road, then, 
with slow Steps and brow bent to the ground, the londf 
soul walked back to her lonely house. 



CHAPTER XVIII. 

Antonio pledges himself. 

Early and quietly on the next day but one after the 
return to the Osteria, Battista and Speranza were mamed 
in the parish church, and by ten o'clock, the usual breakfast 
hour of the English family, every trace of such little festivity 
as could not be dispensed with, viz., the modest repast, and 
a very limited number of guests, had all disappeared. Much 
as Battista had set his heart on parading the fair prize he 
had won, through the main street of Bordighera, and onthc 
being serenaded in the evening — much as Speranza would 
have liked to display to the whole town her complete bridal 
attire, a gift from Lucy, which had arrived from Genoa the 
day before, and last, not least, to exhibit the bridegroom's 
comely figure, killing locks of hair, and new suit of velvc- 
teen, yet, upon consideration, they thought it wiser to dcny 
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Chemselves such indulgences. The fine gauze dress, rieh 
rdl, orange-flower wreath, and white satin shoes, were 
therefore laid by with an effort so heroic, that we can con- 
Deive none greater, unless we compare it to that which Bat- 
tista made when he thanked the musical band of Bordighera, 
lad begged them not to come. 

"So that we are happy, what does it signify whether we 

ippear so or not to other peoplef'^ said Speranza in ex- 

filanation to Miss Davenne. '^Were we to make a smart 

ihowy or did I put on the beautiful things you have given 

Biey there would be a gossip and outcry about the bride, and 

her finery, and the wedding, and this and that, ten miles 

round« And what would be the consequence? Why, that 

we should be recalled to mind in a quarter where it is safest 

for US to be forgotten. The less Battista's name is men- 

tkmed the better for us.'' Non destar can che dorme, — Don't 

ronse sleeping dogs, — an Italian proverb of much import 

•nd frequent appUcation in a country where everybody's 

fortune and liberty are at the mercy of irresponsible powers ; 

^ere, for instance, a poor woman can be despoiled, ipso 

facto^ of her hard-eamed savings, and hear them adjudged 

to the denouncing party by a commandant in his cups; and 

where a legal adviser for suggesting legal means of redress, 

can be sent to a fortress, and kept there for months to leam 

to hold his tongue another time« No wonder if, with such 

flagrant examples before their eyes, people grew prudent in 

ielf-defence« Were you aware that you were Walking over 

i&ined ground, would you not do so with cautious Steps? 

Similar cases to the one above quoted had been, and were 

of public notoriety« We have picked one out of a hundred 

(s peculiarly illustrative of a System which meddled with 

everything and everybody on any and every occasion. Tra- 

rellears describe a tree in Üie Island of Java, whose pestiferous 

Kxhalations blight every tiny blade of grass within the com- 

pass of its shade. So is it with despotism« No detail of 

üfe, however purely personal or trivial, is safe from the 

lubtle, all-pervading action of this accursed upas-tree. 



A< sxB. £s öe lizc vsizber bid regolaily set in, wlüd 
:rt :ie miiiüif rc /x-t. n -vif dccided tliat Miss Davenne 
sioL 1 ri-rs. AT rniTB? rc «eK-barss. Her wish was to bathc 
ir iie IU25C rc iiDf rifrr^r, rct ---ziazio put in his veto against 
•^^ g-^' -rs« src t; le rr.ix£C =^o coasenting, his fear being 

^-'- :jj* ii±^ arr:r:r is i s- art. zziight interfere with her 

r..rir"* *ü^^^.. ~ "STt vd rcSi a baihin^-machine for you," 
SS»" ib* rrcsaicri-s r*rct3c, •*in which you may be as 
pcTTsi* ££ ri y: =r r^^e^^ A=d this was no boast as the 
secütL rc: T^i. frr ^ :*"■■ brcrs anerwards, there rose on fte 
^tS2±. :: ib£ Gdlf zz Sfüsi^^icx. as tzim and commodious a 
=^di=:* as rrtr ^^^cd :ze shores of £sisbionable Brightoo 



CT r.frr^ "^W^: a izm for medianics this man mast 
tsTt iii, be is älw:ays cortririsg," I fancy Ihear some rcader 
ex:l2.±:: cn readin^ ihis. I b^ your pardon, sir or madam 
— Azicrio had ^o more tzm for medianics than yott or( 
b-jt be h^i wba: I wish you and I had, a great will to senre 
and cblire his fellow-creatiires; and there is nothing like 
that, I am to!d, for rendeiing a man ingenious. Set to it in 
a proper spirlt, gentle reader, and you will yourself be the 
first to wondcr at ihe resu!:. 

Actonio-s bathing-machine was nothing more nor less 
thari the bodv of an old cart with an a>vning and curtains, 
fastened by ropes which could be shortened or lengthened 
at will, to stout piles driven into the beach. A short ladder 
gave access to it from the land side, and a longer one on 
the sea side. A contrivance, you see, not likely to have cost 
its inventor much effort of imagination. Four red streamers 
floated gracefully from the four poles supporting the awn- 
ing, and gave a smart look to the whole. But in this and 
other embellishments Antonio had no share whatever, they 
were Battista's exclusive fancying and making. — Suumcuique, 
Everymorning at peep of day,Lucy,attended bySperana 
as bathing- woman—Speranza who could swim like a shark 
— went to enjoy her bath and the wonders of the sunrisc. 
Though a part of her childhood had been spcnt in the 
country, yet, owing to her indifferent health, Lucy had ncver 
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an eady riser; consequently, that marvellous crescendo 
of light, and soond, and life, with which Nature seems to 
hail the advent of her Great Luminary, was quite a novelty 
to her, and a delicious one. After the bath^ which was to 
hst at first a quarter of an hour and no longer — such being 
the precise Orders of the Bordighera Esculapius— and which 
Speranza was not the woman to see infringed, Lucy was to 
have a cnp of hot tea, and retum to her bed tili seven, when 
the got up. The rest of the moming tili ten^ when she 
joined her father for breakfast, Miss Davenne employed 
first in watering and tending her flowers—she had quite a 
garden of her own now — then with her pencils and brushes 
in the balcony. Doctor Antonio always made his appear- 
ance about eleven, remaining an hour with her, talking or 
reading. The hours between mid-day and dinner were oc- 
cupied by a siesta, by strolls in the garden, by a book en- 
Joyed in the shade, by painting again, or the piano. We 
have omitted, we believe, to say that an excellent piano had 
been procured from Nice. Occasionally, there were duets 
with the Doctor, who never failed to make a second call in 
tiie aftemoon« Her day generally closed with a short walk 
mp the hill, or a visit to the Count^s casino, with sometimes 
a drive to a neighbouring town or hamlet. But this last be- 
came daily of rarer occurrence, for the gentle-natured girl 
had observed poor Battista's disappointment and mortifica- 
lion whenever he saw the carriage at the gate, and the crest- 
£ülen looks with which he vanished into the gloomiest re- 
tesses of the garden; and she had no heart to inflict on any 
one unnecessary trials. Battista's first excessive terror of 
Lucy had given place to a reverential adoration as excessive. 
Whenever she went out to walk, he would watch her from 
a lespectful distance, or, if he thought himself unobserved, 
follow at her heels; and many a time had his quickness and 
devemess in getting out of sight, on the walkers tuming 
snddenly round, and then once more re-appearihg in their 
Tear, been a source of amusement and astonishment to Lucy 
Doct<Mr Antonio. There was a good deal of the dog in 
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^Battista's natare ; which remark is not meant in disparage^ 
ment^ but quite the contrary, considering that the canine 
race are remarkable for fidelity, devotion, and sagaclty, all 
qualities in which few other animals of the creation esxceL 

Our sweet Lucy benefited much by the sea-baths, and 
more still, it is allowable to conjecture, from such a tenor of 
life as we have depicted, one equally free from ennui or a- 
citement. Sir John was in raptures at her glowing dieeks 
and dawning embonpoint^ and would jocosely observe to tbe 
Doctor, that she was certainly about to rival Signora Pistac- 
chini in size. If country life be healthful to the body, it is 
no less so to the mind. Few have sought to become iotimate 
with Nature, interesting themselves in her wonderful pro- 
ceedings, without bearing witness to the enlargement of 
ideas, and the awakening of wholesome sympathies conse- 
quent upon such communion. At all events this was the 
case with Lucy. Perhaps — we hope we shall not be diarged 
with presumption in behalf of our hero, when we hint, that, 
perhaps, her constant intercourse with a man of some ex- 
perience, practical good sense, and genuine simplidty of 
heart, like Antonio, might have contributed in some degree 
to such a result. Be this as it may, one thing was certain, 
Lucy feit and was quite another being, with new poweis, 
both physical and mental. 

Antonio, in the meanwhile, was stroking bis beard vio- 
lenlly. Ever since the trip to Lampedusa, or to be more 
particular, ever since that afternoon when Lucy proved so 
whimsical and inconsistent, a change had come over our 
dear friend. That evenness of spirit and temper, which 
might have been compared to the gentle, measured flow of 
transparent waters, was now somewhat disturbed, and sub- 
ject to fits of intermission. Antonio was less talkative than 
he used to be, and would sit by Lucy's side for half an honr 
together without uttering a word; evidently abstracted even 
to absence of mind. One day on being suddenly aroused 
from one of these reveries by the question, "What areyott 
thinking of?" — he reddened prodigiously, and— curious 
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g:li— Lucy caught the infection, and blushed also. There 
too, at timesy something formal and ceremonious in bis 
ler of addressing Lucy^ as of one desirous to retrace 

of those Steps which, circumstances aiding and abet- 

had led to that gentle familiarity which existed be- 
1 himself and Miss Davenne. But Lucy would not sub- 
3 these manoeuvres ; she took the bull by the horns, as 
aying is, and with the pettishness of a spoiled child, 
1 exclaim on any such occasion^ '* What have I done to 
hat you look so cold and distant to-day? Do you wish 
>w me that^ now I am quite well, you do not care about 
-that I am a bore to you?" or some such remonstrance. 
lere was no resisting the spell of her voice, and of the 
igs that prompted her words, the upshot of the matter 
that any attempts at formality, if there were any inten- 
>f the kind on Antonio's part, ended in creating still 

friendly feelings and interest in the heart of each for 
ther. 

le Symptoms exhibited by our Doctor were such as to 
intimation of some inward struggle; a struggle about 
efinite nature and object of which, we regret that we 
>t be as explicit as we would — nay, can offer nothing 

than mere conjecture. A human heart is a skein of 
imperceptible and subtly interwoven threads, that even 
wner of it is often himself at a loss how to unravel it, 
in all likelihood, this was the case with Antonio. That 
1 of his discretion and temperate habits of mind, and 
1 a dealer in realities, as we have known him to be, 
d willingly and consciously give himself up to rash 
•building, is an hypothesis which we cannot for a mo- 
admit. That Fancy— insidious fairy as she is— might 
ave succeeded in catching him now and then off his 
, and practising some of her conjuring tricks on him, 
>uld not certify. Antonio was but a man after all, and 
ring, to all appearance, under an Indisposition common 
nkind, and which is said to affect the organs of mental 
• Besides, therQ are hours in life^— wq denounce among 

fr Antonio. IQ 
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others twilighfs treacherous hour — when the best c<msti<* 
tuted mind is sot proof against the spell of fond imagining^ 
and most impossible things appear possible, iiay, easy« 
When a man, the paroxysm once over, does bis best to aid 
reason to re-assert her predommance, he does all that, in 
our judgment, can reasonably be expected of him; and who 
can teil but that Antonio's fits of tacitumity and thoughtfiil- 
ness were the silent workings of a mind bent on banishing 
the deceitful phantoms evoked by Fancy in an evil hour! 

But it is time for us to resume our narrative. 

"Do you know Lord Camifex?" asked Antonio of Sir 
John one evening, after Miss Davenne had retired to her 
bedroom. The query was put in a would-be unconccmcd 
tone, which was evidently assumed. 

"Very well," replied Sir John; "he is a distant rclation 
of my wife's family. What of him ? " 

"I read a paragraph about him and his youngest daugbter 
in your paper this aftemoon. Here it is," continued Antonio, 
taking the paper from a table behind him, and handing it 
to Sir John, who read aloud : — 

^^Romance in high life. — We entertained our readersnot 
long ago with the account of a silly scene enacted at Flo- 
rence, and in which Miss Fanny Carnifex, youngest daugbter 
of the noble Lord of that name, and a young Roman paintcr, 
played the principal parts. The scene we related has length" 
ened into a two-act comedy, and just as Lydia Languish 
would have wished, in this case there has been an elope- 
ment after all. As the matter is now one of public notoricty, 
we have no hesitation in giving all the names concemed at 
füll length. According to our Informant, the hero, Marini, 
a handsome young fellow, scarcely two-and-twenty, is of a 
respectable bourgeois family, and considered a rising artist. 
It seems that he was Miss Fanny's drawing-master, and took 
advantage of the opportunity thus afforded him to win his 
pupiPs affections." 

("The impudent scoundrel!" parenthesized Sir John.) 

"One moming the love-stricken pair burst in on the 
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jrotmg lady's noble parent while in bis dressing-room, and 
Imeeling down before bim, implored bis consent to tbeir 
mion. Tbe upsbot of tbis step may be foreseen. Marini 
WSLS Sans fagon tumed out of doors, and Miss Fanny con- 
signed at once to tbe care of her matemal aunt, Lady Biribi, 
nrbo carried tbe fair culprit off to Rome. Here closes tbat 
Srst act of wbicb we gave an account already. Tbe sequel 
tnay be told in a few words. Eluding tbe strictest vigilance, 
Miss Fanny succeeded in joining ber rasb young lovcr, who 
had followed ber to Rome. This deplorable d^nouement bas 
created a painful excitement tbrougbout tbe Englisb colony 
AtRome and Florence. Tbe noble Lord, we are assured, 
lias taken no steps wbatever witb regard to tbe fugitives, 
and is fuUy determined to leave bis daugbter to ber fate.*' 

**Serve ber rigbt!" exclaimed Sir Jobn, crumpling tbe 
paper witb bands tbat trembled witb emotion. "If I were 
ber fatber sbe would never see a Shilling of mine. Let them 
starve. I know bim well. By God! 1 would never speak to 
bim if be were to bave anytbing to do witb tbe" — Tbe last 
"Word was inaudible, as tbe Baronet rose, and began angrily 
striding up and down tbe room. 

"Wbat good purpose can all such anger answer now?" 
Said Antonio, quietly. 

''Give a warning to all silly minxes, sir, disposed to dis- 
grace tbeir family,*' retorted Sir Jobn, impetuously. 

Tbe Doctor ventured to observe, in a conciliating voice, 
•Luckily tbe young man seems respectably connected." 

"D— such respectability!" roared Sir Jobn. "A fellow 
little better tban a beggar, living on bis pencils and wits." 

'^Michael Angelo and Raphael lived on tbeir pencils and 
wits," remonstrated Antonio, beginning to feel chafed. 

"Welcome to do so," replied tbe Englisbman. "I would 
have given my daugbter to neitber of tbem for all tbat." 

A sbarp repartee quivered on Antonio's Ups, but be 
gulped it down. 

"Tbe consummate rascal!" went on tbe Baronet, witb 
staewed fury. "And to tbink tbat not one Englisimian 

i8^ 
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among the whole set had spirit enough to blow ihe fellow's 
brains out. It's enough to make one disown one's country!'' 

"Come, come, Sir John/' said Antonio, good-naturedly, 
<'you must not be so severe. Love and two-and-twenty is a 
terribly intoxicating draught." 

"Lovel" laughed the Baronet, contemptuously« "Non- 
sense: it was the girl's pounds, Shillings, and pence, that the 
cold-blooded villain wanted. They only marry for money^ 
these — a — confounded Italian adventurers," 

The Italian grew scarlet, and bit his lip« Perhaps the 
Englishman noticed this, or perhaps it was only the sound 
of his own words that sobered him. He paused for a second 
in front of Antonio, who, his arms folded over his breast, 
stood leaning against the piano ; then, moved by a sudden 
Impulse, Sir John stretched out his band and said, with noble 
simplicity, " Very wrong of me to wound your feelings. Pray 
forgive me. I did not mean it. That odious story quitc got 
the better of me. I confess I have an unconquerable aver- 
sion to marriages with foreigners. Don't let us speak any 
more on the subject. And now, are you for a game?" 

Antonio was for a game, and they sat down to it; but Sir 
John was so distrait that his Opponent had to take all imagin- 
able pains to make him win. It was near midnight when the 
Doctor issued from the little garden-gate : instead of tuming 
to the right to gain the highroad to Bordighera, he took to 
the left, down the lane towards the sea, and began Walking 
up and down the beach. His step, though slower than usual, 
gave no evidence of overwrought feelings, nor did his coun- 
tenance, to which the pale moonshine, that feil on it, im- 
parted an expression of calm solemnity. He walked thus 
for a considerable time, then lay down at füll length, his 
face upturned to the heavens. The grey light of breaking 
day found him in the same posture. He then rose, and, as 
if summing up the result of his long reverie, said aloud, 
"What matters it, after all, whether a man is happy orun- 
happy, so that he sees his duty and abides by it? So now- 
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Vwa Vltalial my first and my last lovel'' and he bent his 
way homewards. 

From that day all fits of moodiness or tacitumity were at 
an endy and the gentle current of serene good sense and 
quiet humour, which gave such a charm to the Italian's 
manner, ilowed on rieh and equable as when we first made 
his acquaintance. Had that night of solemn thought con- 
quered the struggle within, or only ministered to the com- 
batant sufficient strength to control and keep down its out- 
ward manifestation? Was Antonio in the solitude of his own 
dwelling as much master of himself, as composed, even 
cheeriiil, as he was at the Osteria in Lucy's presence? We 
leave it a secret between the well-meaning creature and his 
Creator« 



CHAPTER XIX. 

The Idyl at a Qose. 

IT was one of those hot sultry days in the month of 
August, so trying to the nerves of sensitive people, and dur- 
ing whichy Nature, as it were, herseif exhausted, seems to 
come to a stand-still. Shooting through a thin veil of white 
douds, as through a burning glass, the rays of the sun 
poured down upon the earth volumes of heavy malignant 
heat. No leaf stirred, no bird was singing, the very cicadas 
had suspended thelr shrill chirp. The only sound that oc« 
casionally broke the ominous stillness, was the plaintive cry 
of the cuckoo calling to its mate. 

Lucy had tried drawing, gardening, practising, sleeping, 
all with no success, and now lay panting on a sofa. ^^Here 
you are at last!'' said she, as Doctor Antonio walked in; <<I 
have been longing for you these two hours. I feel so ill.'' 

*'IndeedI'' exclaimed Antonio, tuming white; "what is 
the matter with you? I met Sir John on his way to the 
Count's not an hour ago, and he never breathed a syllable 
about your being unweU." 
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"I Said nothing about the matter to papa,'* answercd 
Lucy, "he is uneasy enough ahready at not having heard 
from Aubrey." 

" You mean your brother?" 

" Yes; Aubrey was to write by the Indian imdl which we 

see has arrived, and without bringing any letter from bim*'' 

"I am very sorry for that,** said Antonio. "But teil me 

all about yourself. You have not been coughing, haveyou?** 

"No; but I feel very uncomfortable — so faint— so op- 

pressed — so hof 

"No wonder. Everbody suffers more or less from this 
weather. Let me feel your pulse — there is no fever. Itis 
this confounded sirocco that teils on your nerves. Now, 
just lie down again quietly/' and he arranged the pÜlows 
under her head, "and I will try to make you more com- 
fortable. Miss Hutchins/' he added, Walking away, "will 
you make a glass of strong lemonade for Miss Daveonef 
the Juice of two lemons in half a tumbler of water— luke- 
warm water, if you please." 

" Yes, sir," answered the lady's-maid, in the most melli- 

fluous voice at her command. Miss Hutchins, be it known, 

was quite conquered; a hard conquest, but Antonio had 

achieved it. The once stiff abigail now courted his notice, 

• and prided herseif on carrying out his directions. 

Presently Antonio re-appeared, followed by Speranza, 
both of them looking like Jacks in the green on a May 
moming, or like a bit of Birnam-wood, from the quantity of 
cut boughs they were carrying. They spread them all ovcr 
the floor, then Rosa bringing in a watering-pot, the Doctor 
watercd the branches several times, saying, "This will soon 
cool US, provided we let in no air from the fumace without'^ 
He shut up the glass-door, and let down the green curtain 
over it so as to create a twilight. "Do you like your lemo- 
nade?" he asked, as Lucy put down her glass. 
"Very much, it is so refreshing." 
"Do you feel inclined to go to sleepf 
"No," Said Lucy; "are you going?" 
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*'Not unless you feel sleepy. — You do not? Very well. 
Shall I read to you?" continued Antonio, going to the book- 
ihelves near the piano, and Coming back with a book — 
^*shall I read something from your favourite poet, Giusti?" 

"What a clever man you arel" said Lucy, instead of 
Etnswering the question. "I feel better already. What is 
to become of me when you are no long" — The rest of the 
phrase was lost in a burst of tears. 

Poor Antonio stood still with the book in bis band« and 
large tears in bis eyes, within an ace of crying also. For- 
tunately for him, something stuck in bis throat at this 
moment, and necessitated bis Clearing it violently. Having 
by this means recovered bis voice,he said, "See hownervous 
you are — ^you weep without the least cause, as if you were 
going away to-morrow. Don't you know the Italian 
proverb: — ^Prendi tempo e camperaiV^ His tone was that 
of a mother chiding her pet-child. There ensued a pause, 
during which Lucy by degrees recovered from her emotion. 

"Doctor," said she, all at once, "do you believe in 
prcsentiments?" 

"Not a bit," replied Antonio, briskly; "I believe in the 
sirocco." 

"You are wrong then," said Lucy, gravely. "Did you 
not teil me once of sensitive plants which foretold storm? 
Well, I am one of them. I am sure that some misfortune is 
about to happen to me. I feel it in the air." 

** You feel the treacherous south wind, that is what you 
feeL A shower of rain will put your discomfort and presenti- 
ments all to fiight." 

Lucy shook her head incredulously, then said, " Will you 
read to me? Anything you choose." 

"Let US try *I1 Brindisi di Don Girella/ It is so droll, it 
will make you laugh;" and carry ing a chair close to the 
glass-door, in order to profit by the little light that stole in 
through it, he began reading. 

We have reasons of our own for particularizing as 
minutely as possible the details of this domestic scene, and 
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the Position, with r^ard to eadi oüier, of icader and 
listener. A Üttle to tfae rigfat of tfae glass-doory at some five 
or six paces from it, stood sidewise the so£& cm wliidi Lucy 
was lyingy her £ice towards the light. She had on a white 
muslin gown with a blue sash; her broad-brimmed straw-hat 
was hanging by its blue ribbons on a comer of the bade of 
the sofa, just over her head. KGss Hutchins, her aims 
crossed before her, sat at the large table in the centre of 
the room, busily engaged in trying to swallow a series of 
obstinate yawns» that would not be suppressed. Opposite 
to Lucy, that is, to the left of the glass-door, but so dose to 
it that the green curtain touched bis book, was seated 
Antonio. 

Well, the reading had been going on for some time^ 
and more than once had the Condensed vis eomka of the 
inimitable poet brought a faint snüle on Lucy's pale hsx» 
By degrees, however, her perception of the author's meaning 
became fainter and fainter, and the rieh melodions voice of 
the reader, soothing her like the murmuring of a brook, 
luUed the sweet girl into that State, which is not yet sleepi 
yet neither is it waking, but a voluptuous Compound of the 
two. All on a sudden a heavy footstep is heard Coming Qp 
the stairs— Lucy started up— "Who can that bei '^ fcdtcrcd 
she with a shudder. At the same instant the glass-door is 
fiung open with a crash, a colossal figure stalks in noisily, 
and, *'Halloa, Lucy, my girl," roars out a voice like thunder, 
as the living tower stoops down to kiss the prostrate form. 
"Hereyouareatlast! Heyday! what is all this? Byjovcl 
with your green boughs and watering-pots, you look as 
pastoral as one of the shepherdesses in a ballet. Um 
chaumikre et ton cceur. Aht ah! nothing is wanting to the Idyl, 
as they used to say at Eton; d— it, not even the shephcrdl** 
"Aubreyl" cried Lucy, in a tone of reproach, but could 
say no more. The oath and witty sally, we need scarcely 
remark, were aimed at our friend the Doctor. Antonio had 
received such a violent slap from the door, whcn Aubrey 
entered, as to be nearly felled to the ground, and in the 
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efibrt to recover h!s balance bis chair was upset. The new 
comer tumed round at the noise, saw Antonio^ and uttered 
the silly vapid joke about the shepherd. 

The eyes of the twomen met in nofriendly way. Aubrey's 
haughty scowl, curled lip, and somewhat aggressive de- 
meanour^ evinced little good-will to the object of bis present 
scnitiny. Antonio's firm-set ups, ashy-pale countenance, 
and collected look of self-defence, gave evidence of bis 
scenting the near approach of a foe. Thus they stood, con- 
fronting each other, types of two fine races, two such as even 
Greece and Rome had seldom seen the like ; the one, fair, rosy, 
blue-eyed, (Luc/s very eyes!) the other, dark as a tempest; 
the Englishman taller by nearly a head than bis tall anta- 
gonist, square-cbested, broad-shouldered in proportion, the 
very ne plus ultra of muscular development and strength; 
the Italian less bulky, but as firmly knit, springy and supple 
as a tiger, with iron nerves and sinews, ready servants of the 
mdomitable will betrayed in the sombre fire of bis eyes. 
God grant that they may never meet in anger, for theirs will 
be like the meeting of two thimder-clouds ! 

This mutual survey did not last ten seconds, but even 
that time sufficed to develop between the two a streng 
feeling of antipathy. Lucy, woman-like, divined it, and her 
increasing terror loosened her tongue- "My brother, Cap- 
tain Davenne. — Doctor Antonio, my doctor — papa's best 
friend/' The words broke the spell. Captain Oavenne 
bowed slightly, as did Doctor Antonio. A parting recom- 
mendation to Lucy to keep quiet, and to go to bed early 
if sbe did not feel better in the evening, and the Doctor 
witbdrew. 

Aubrey began kicking about in the most uproarious 
manner all the chairs and arm-chairs that were in the room, 
— cvery fresh kick eliciting a fresh Start from Lucy, — tili, 
at last, having disposed them somewhat symmetrically by 
the side of the sofa, he stretched bis ponderous limbs on 
this extempore couch, talking loudly all the while. Lucy 
was thtts made aware^ between oiie kick and the other^ of 
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the string of lucky circumstances which had procured for 
her so unexpectedly the blessing of her brother's Company. 
They were briefly these. The invalid brother officer, whose 
duties had devolved upon Aubrey, recovering more rapidly 
than had been anticipated, Captain Davenne had, in con- 
sequence« been enabled to sail by the very Indian mail, the 
arrival of which, without a letter from him, had caused Sir 
John's uneasiness in the moming. What was the use of 
writing, when he should reach England at the same time as 
his letter f In London he had met Tom Carnifex— eldest 
son of Lord Camifex— who had just received a hasty sum- 
mons from his father to join him at Florence as quickly as 
he could. Tom had ofTered Aubrey a place in his britschka; 
Aubrey had accepted it, and here he was. Of the stranger 
he had found in his sister's Company, of the pleasant or 
unpleasant Impression made on him by the sight, nota 
Single word. 

Who so surprised and happy and elated as Sir John, 
when, on entering the room soon after, the first thing his 
eyes feil upon was his long-missed treasure, Aubrey, seated 
by the side of his sister? Sir John would, had his sense of 
decorum permitted, have done foolish things. How proudly 
and fondly he gazed on the "boy," as he called him! Truth 
to say, Aubrey 's Herculean proper tions and handsome 
features must have excited the admiration of a more im- 
partial judge than his father. The Baronet's eager inquiries 
immediately brought fortli a second edition of Aubre/s 
Statements just related, and then began between father and 
son a brisk fire of queries and answers, like hammers plying 
in quick succession on an anvil. No wonder they had much 
to say to one another, considering their ten years' Separa- 
tion. They rattled on uninterruptedly, until John Ducket's 
advent to lay the cloth for dinner put an end to their effu- 
sions. Captain Davenne complimented John on his good 
looks, an honour which spread on John's grave face a grin 
of intense complacency. The two gentlemen then adjoumed 
to Sir John's own room, from whence they were shortly aftcr 
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Summoned forth by the announcement that dinner was on 
the table. Aubrey ate and drank enough for two, and as he 
ate and drank, bis praises of the fare, the wines, the Situa- 
tion, rendered still more impressive by sundry oaths and 
tremendous peals of laughter, which made plates, glasses, 
decanters, and very glass-door, ring again, grew louder and 
louder. 

"By the by, my dear boy," said the Baronet, "at what 
inn did Camifex leave you?" 

** At none," was the answer, "I left my portmanteau at 
a kind of pot-house, where he changed horses. I say, John, 
you must go there after dinner and have my pormanteau 
brought here." 

"I am afraid," said Sir John, "that there is no room for 
you here; it is a mere nut-shell; there is not a hole to spare, 
I know/' 

**Never mind," retorted Aubrey, "a la guerre comme ä la 
guerre, I can sleep on the sofa, or on the ground, anywhere. 
Here I am, and here I mean to stay, for I suppose you won't 
tum me out by force." 

This being Aubrey's Ultimatum, from which it was clear 
that no reasons, however good, would divert him, a short 
consultation ensued between Sir John and John Ducket, the 
upshot of which was that John should manage to find a 
resting-place for himself where he could, and that his room 
should be made as comfortable as possible for his young 
master. To be of service to Aubrey, John would have 
willingly slept in the fields. 

Dinner over, Captain Davenne, to Sir John's great 
amazement and consternation, lighted an enormous cigar. 
"First-rate cigars," said he, puffing away; "I hope you 
don't dislike the smell, Lucy; I know my father doesn't." 
Lucy protested she had no objection to it — she-rather hked 
it than not Now, the truth was that she could not bear it. 
What was it that forced from her an assertion so little con- 
sonant with the truth? Lucy, almost unconsciously, feit a 
sort of necessity to humour her brother. Poor^ timid, weak 



284 DOCTOR ANTONIO. 

Lucy ! How many o£ thy sisters have I seen, as candid and 
artless as thou art, sin in a like and worse way, to propitiate 
sach bears as this brother of thine! For all which sins, let 
US hope, not the weak sensitive things will be called to 
account some day, but the blustering, overbearing rulers, in 
whose violence the sins originated. 

Sir John neither openly admitted nor contiadicted 
Aubrey's dedaration as to himself ; it might be he did not 
feel sure how a flat deniai on his part would be received, or 
it might be that he chose, on that first day of re-union, to 
be indulgent. He only prudently proposed a leo^e m motu 
to the garden, where they would have coffee. The usoal 
hour for Antonio's evening call was now past, and no An- 
tonio had appeared. *'I hope the Doctor is not going to 
give US the slip/' said Sir John, after he had consultedhis 
watch two or three times. ^'My son's Company is no good 
reason why I should not have my friend's also. I wish yoo 
very much to make his acquaintance, Aubrey — as nicea 
man this Doctor Antonio as you could meet anywhere^ 
quite a gentleman: we are under infinite obligations to 
him." And then Sir John told his son all over again the 
Story of the overtum, and the Italian's timely help, already 
related in sundry letters to India; and, warming with the 
subject, the Baronet went on to enlarge on all the unremit- 
ting attention Antonio had paid to Lucy, and how in- 
geniously he had contrived to amuse her during her con- 
finement to the house. The lending of books, the lectures 
on botany, the lessons on the guitar, were all set forth, the 
catalogue winding up with that stupendous masterstrokc, 
the easy-chair invented by the Doctor. To all of which dis- 
course, Aubrey listened with an attention quite edifying, 
and an appearance of great gratification — a gratification 
made more evident at he watched the pleasure the details 
afforded to his darling sister, on whose glowing counten- 
ance the sympathizing brother's eyes rested all the while. 

**I long to shake hands with this Phcenix of doctors/' 
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ssud Aubrey^ *'and apologize for my rudeness. I suppose it 
was he I found here this morning?'' 

" Yes," Said Lucy. 

" What do you say," continued Aubrey, speaking to Sir 
John, but looking at bis sister, '^to our going and laying 
violent hands on tbis forgetful friend of yours, and dragging 
bim captive bere? — ba! ba! bal" 

**Ah, dol^' ssud Lucy, witb sparkling eyes, and inwardly 
calling berself all sorts of names for baving so unkindly 
misjudged ber brotber.« Sir Jobn agreeing immediately to 
tbe proposaly Captain Davenne lit a fresb cigar, and out 
they sallied. As tbey passed tbrougb tbe garden-gate, 
Aubrey was seized by a violent fit of laugbing. " Wbat are 
you laugbing at?" asked Sir Jobn, perplexed. 

** Wby, tbis is such a devilisb queer bouse—such a wrong- 
sided look about it. I would give something to carry it 
bodily to London and show it at a Shilling a-head. I bet 
something no one would credit that Sir John and Miss 
Davenne bad lived contentedly weeks in it. 1 verily believe 
Hutchins and John bave forgotten wbat a decent room is 
^ke.'' 

Sir John feit bis son's words as a personal reproacb. He 
hung bis bead. 

"il propos de boties,^* (Aubrey bad been in love with a 
French actress at Madras, and spoke French fluently, and 
^ed to show that he did,) '^the old Duke of B— asked 
alter you.*' 

**Very kmd of bim," said tbe Baronet, bis features ex- 
panding. **How is tbe old gentleman?" 

**As fresb as ever," said Aubrey; "he wondered wbat 
bad become of you. Indeed, everybody does; Lady De- 
loraine most of all, at whose house I met tbe — ian ambas- 
sadress and her daughter-in-law, Lady Charlotte Tuicy, 
both of them füll of suspicions about your absence, and 
willing to join in any conspiracy for carrying you offby force 
ftom your mysterious hiding-place." 

<*God forbid tbey sbould put their threat in executionl" 
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Said tbe Baronet, chuckling. ^'But^ talking of carrying ofi^ 
have you heard of that pretty business of Fanny Camifex's 
elop— " 

"Blast the cowardly Italian beggarl" yelled out Aubrey. 
"I have heard all about it.** 
\ "Are they— married at least?" asked Sir John, with an 
efTort. 

"They are; but it is a matrimonial alliance that won't 
last long. Fanny will soon be a jolly widow, I can teil her." 
"How do you mean?" inquired Sir John, surprised. 
Aubrey stopped short, slowly raised his right arm, heldit 
out as if taking aim, and, with a clack of his tongue, imitated 
the report of a pistol. "Tom Camifex is one of the best 
shots in England, my dear sir,'' said he, carelessly, by way 
of explanation. 

The acting of this little scene was so splendidly natural, 
there was in the look of the performer something so savage, 
that Sir John could not help a shudden However desirable 
it might have once seemed to him that the ofTender sbonld 
be made an example of, it was no part of Sir John's Pro- 
gramme of to-day to be präsent at the execution. 

Engrossed by such pleasant converse and anticipations, 
the Chief of the Davenne dynasty, and his heir, had comein 
sight of Doctor Antonio's poor dwelling, just as its tenant, 
in no very pleasant mood, was issuing from the door. An- 
tonio was little prepared for the present warm greeting from 
the surly stranger of a few hours back, who now, shaking 
him heartily by the band, made a sort of laughing apology 
for having been so unceremonious in the morning. Though 
rather taken by surprise, the Italian retumed Aubre/s ad- 
vances in as kindly a spirit as he could summon on such 
Short notice; and the three, Antonio in the middle, walked 
back to the Osteria, where they found the Count, betwccn 
whom and young Davenne an introduction in due form took 
place. The evening passed, if not as quietly as usual, not 
the less agreeably, perhaps, for being rather noisy. Captain 
Davenne was in the most conmiunicative of humours, and 
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ratüed away famously, laughing a good deal at bis own 
jokes and stories, drinking freely all the while of what he 
called lemonade; and so it was, only with a strong Infusion 
of old Jamaica mm. Some of his tiger-hunting adventures, 
which he told with great spirit, were listened to with thrill- 
ing interest, — Antonio translating for the Count, who had 
leamt about as much Englisb as Sir John had Italian. Lucy 
retired early, but not before she had seen a real good-wiU 
and friendship springing up between her brother and her 
doctor and friend. Let us hope that she slept well, poor 
gh-L As ten Struck, Sir John and Antonio, according to 
habit, sat down to their game of chess, which was on the 
Baronet's part a series of continual blunders. His thoughts 
were otherwise engaged. 

When Lucy, about eight next moming, after her early 
bath^and one or two hours of additional rest, crossed the 
ante-room on her way out, she found her brother already 
installed on the sofa, and yawning violently. ^'Where are 
you going?" asked Aubrey. "To water my flowers. I have 
a nice little garden of my own; come and lock at it." 
Aubrey raised his long length, went, looked at it, and ad- 
nired it. The garden was not her own making, was it? Oh, 
no! Speranza had made it. Speranza, the landlady's 
daughter, a very nice girl. Doctor Antonio had given Lucy 
Biost of the plants. "Are they not beautiful?" — "Very," 
laid Aubrey, adding, "Do you know, Lucy, I am quite in 
bve with that Doctor of yours?" 

"Are you?" said Lucy, looking up at him with such 
I^eaming eyes. 

''I have seldom seen a more commanding figure than 
^ and he is very gentlemanlike, certainly. I wish he were 
«BEi^lishDuke." 

" Why?" said Lucy. "I assure you he is quite contented 
^ his lot." 

'^Because if he were, young lady, you would make a 
^^ndsome couple." Lucy grew scarlet. "As it is," pursued 
Aubrey slowly, in a clear^ cruel, stern voice^ "As it isj l 
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would rather see you dead and buried than married to that 
man." 

The little watering-pot slipt out of her hand^ and her 
knees gave way. 

"D— it!'' cried Aubrey, raising her from the ground, 
"you needn't take fright at a mere suppositionl'* And, with- 
out another word, he passed his powerful arm round his 
sister's waist and led her up the stairs to the sofa. This 
was the first and the last time that Antonio's name was 
mentioned between them. 

The Doctor called, as was his wont, during the mormngi 
but instead of his usual warm recognition from Lucy he re- 
ceived a silent bow. Her cheeks were dreadfully pale, her 
eyes red. He inquired about her health, and got a hurried 
answer that she was very well. He would have feit her 
pulse, — there was no need, she assured liim, she was very 
comfortable. When he stooped over her Shoulder to 
examine her drawing she recollected that she had left a 
brush in her room, which was indispensable at that moment^ 
and got up to fetch it. There was a constraint about poor 
Lucy which Antonio had never seen. His heart contractcd 
painfully. That Aubrey was the cause of the sweet girl's 
altered looks and manner, Antonio had not the leastdoubt; 
but how and why? Was he, Antonio, in any way connected 
with this new state of things? To solve the mystery he 
would have willingly shed his blood. Oh! for ten seconds 
alone with her, but ten, to ask one question, receive onc 
answer. He loitered longer than he generally did, to take 
advantage of a possible chance. In vain. There stood bfr 
tween him and her a moving Chinese wall. 

Four days passed without the Situation mending. Aubrey 
had taken such a fancy to the wretched Osteria that neithef 
the Count's pressing invitations, nor his father's exhorta« 
tions to take his horse and go and enjoy the fine scenery^ 
could prevail upon the colossal dragoon to leave its prfr 
cincts for a moment, unless Lucy did, which was commonly 
the case in the evening, when he would put her arm undei F 
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his and fondly support her Steps. All the rest of the day, 
from seven in the moming to eleven at night, Aubrey would 
spend in-doors, most of the time stretched at füll length, 
Smoking and indulging in his favourite beverage, or shaking 
the poor inn with his ponderous strides. His most gracious 
smile and heartiest squeeze of the hand was for Antonio, to 
whom he had taken such a liking, that for nothing in the 
World would Aubrey have missed a minute of his new 
friend's Company. A boisterous, rather vulgär, lively, good- 
tempered, companionable fellow, this young Davenne, easily 
satisfied with everything and everybody, making light of 
the inconveniences of his far from comfortable room down 
stairs, never hinting by word or look at any the least wish 
on his part to leave his present quarters. His conversation 
with Sir John tumed almost exclusively, it is true, on 
London, (the London, we mean, whose existence is acknow- 
ledged by people of rank and fashion,) London gaieties, the 
illustrious relatives and acquaintances of the Davenne 
family, on the general regret at the Baronet's prolonged 
absence, and so on. But nine times out of ten it was Sir 
John himself who broached the subject; and then, was it 
not natural and proper for a dutiful son to dwell on such 
topics as were palpably the most agreeable to his father? 

Meanwhile the healthy bloom was fading fast from 
Lucy's cheek, and her head drooped like a lily deprived of 
sunshine. It was not enough that poor Lucy was to be 
weaned all at once from the joys and benefits of the friendly 
intercourse which habit had made a sweet necessity to her. 
But she had to wear a mask and act a part too cruelly at 
variance with her feelings. Why she was compelled to do 
so she scarcely knew, but a mysterious waming from within 
told her that only at such a cost might something awfiil be 
averted. Her heart was füll of stränge misgivings and 
fears. Aubrey's show of friendship to Antonio, far from 
reassuring her, added to her uneasiness. It was clear, even 
to her inexperienced eye, that all that extreme good-will 
was assumed, a mere display, and being so, what could be 

Doctor Antonio, 19 
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Aubrey's motive? And the saddened girl brooded, tili her 
head grew giddy^ over the hostility of the two young men's 
first meetingy the significant hmt given to her on the mo^ 
row, and Aubrey's sudden change of manner. 

No pleasant early associations connected with the boy 
came to counteract the painful impressions aroused by tiw 
fuU-grown man. Aubrey, be it remembered, had spent his 
boyhood at £ton, and of his hoHdays Lucy recalled little^ 
excepting her terrors for her doU^ and for a favourite kitten 
it had been his delight to torment. But there was no want 
of clearness in her perceptions with regard to his six months' 
stay at home, previous to his entering the army. The almost 
daily quarreis between father and son, her mother all in 
tears, the gloom that pervaded the family, Aubre/s angry 
scowl, and something worse, in retum for her childish at- 
tempts at concihation, (she was scarcely ten years oldatthe 
time,) and the fear in which she stood of him; suchwere 
Lucy's sole recollections, such the Images and feelings 
linked in her memory with thatbrother of hers. Intervcning 
years had softened, but not obliterated, these impressions, ^ 
and the Aubrey that, to the day of his arrival, figured in his j 
sister's mind, was anything but the type of youthful dutiful- 
ness and affection. What she had now seen of him brought 
the conviction home to her, that the man had kept the 
promise of the boy, Lucy, from the first, had feit afraid of 
him. His boisterous ways and overbearing manners, his 
frequent oaths and coarse mirth, told cruelly on her nervcs, 
and wounded all the sympathies of her refined nature. Deli- 
cate, sensitive organizations, like Lucy's, have an inboni 
horror of violence in any shape; it is with them a dissolving 
Clement, something incompatible with their being, from 
which they shrink as instinctively as those plants to whidi 
Miss Davenne had likened herseif in her last conversatioa 
with Doctor Antonio, — shrink from the touch of a hani 
On these grounds alone would the pressure of Aubrey^ 
presence have been too much for Lucy. How incomparaWf 
more so when fancy obscurely hinted at the possible bursH 
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ing of that violence^ of which she stood in such awe, in a 
direction where much of her grateful affection and rever- 
ence layl 

On the fourth day from his son's arrival, Sir John gave 
a farewell dinner, and announced to the small but select 
party, the Count, the Mayor, Ooctor Antonio, &€., that his 
departure was fixed for the day after the next. Aubrey 
might watch his sister as much as he pleased, Lucy did not 
wince. Indeed her misery was such that she feit almost re- 
lieved by the annoimcement. 

So that she may but say, '^Thank you, Doctor Antonio, 
God bless you and your country," — so that she may but say 
this to him freely, as her heart prompts, without restraint, 
with no eye upon her, Lucy will depart in peace. This 
thought is ever uppermost in her mind; nay, she has no 
thought but this one, which presses on her temples like a 
crown of thoms, to thank and bless him. It would look so 
unfeeling not to do so. This man has been all forbearance, 
all gentleness, all kindness to her. What could a friend, a 
brother, a father, do more than he has done for her! ^' Bless 
you and your country." She murmurs the words to herseif, 
she would fain write them down for him, but that they look 
so cold on paper. He has no idea, she is sure, of the depth 
of her gratitude, of all that she is feeling. Fool that she 
was, not to have let him know when time was her own, — 
when no dark cloud cast its shadow between them, on one 
of those bright momings frittered away in general conver- 
sation on the balcony,— on one of those moonlit evenings 
spent by the water's edge, so near that the silvery wave 
came creeping lovingly to their very feet. Oh, those sweet 
strolls in the garden, — those boatings on the blue sea, — 
that blessed trip to Lampedusa! O that she could recall one 
minute, only one, of that past! 

Vain yeamingSy vain imaginings ! Unrelenting time roUs 
on, the day is come, the very hour of departure is at band, 
andLucy has found no opportunity of unburdening her heart. 
She sits on her invalid chair looking vacantly before her^ as 

19» 
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tbough in a dream; Aubrey and Antonio stand in thebal- 
cony and discnss the y«gligh poliqr in India, Antonio with 
a very pale face, and nnwonted animation of manner; Sir 
John paces the rooniy meditating a ferewell speech, casting 
now and then a disconsolateglance at his daughter ; Hutchins 
is bustling up and down, in and out, in a State of florry and 
excitement; John Ducket left for Nice in the moming to 
make room for the Captain in the rumble; and poor Hutchins 
has been working for two. She announces that the horses 
are to the carriage. "Now, Lucy,'' says the Baronet, en- 
couragingly. Aubrey is ab^dy at his sister's side, and 
helps her to rise; Hutchins has noticed a small basketfaang- 
ing on Lucy's arm, and offers to carry it for her; Lucy draws 
it back hurriedly, and frowns on her niaid;~a handfulof 
poor withered, almost colourless flowers, once so bluei— 
such is the treasure she clings to so dosely. 

As Sir John and the Doctor go down the Steps, followed 
by Aubrey and Miss Davenne, a number of persons as- 
sembled in the garden, take off their hats and caps, and 
wave them in the air. Sir John's tongue cleaves to his 
palate, and he gives up his speech. He even thinks it pru- 
dent to proceed to the shaking of hands in silence. Thosc 
who choose to kiss his band, Prospero, his younger brother, 
their aged mother, all are free to do so now. Sir John oflfers 
no resistance. Meanwhile, Aubrey hurries Lucy on to the 
little gate, where the carriage is waiting. Rosa andSperanza, 
and a little in the rear, Battista, are crying like fountains. 
Lucy returns half-unconsciously the warm caresses of the 
two women, who kiss her hands and clothes, and ding 
desperately to their young benefactress, until Aubrey, with 
an oath, jerks her into the carriage. Antonio helps the 
Baronet in. "Pleasant joumey, Sir John; huon viaggio, 
ii'ignorina, take care of yourself." The Signorina does not 
say a word— does not smile, does not bow, but stares at the 
kind face— the kind face that dares not even smile, alasl for 
it feels the evil eye resting on it. A clack from the postilion, 
a shout from the assembled by-standers, ^^Buonviaggio^^ 
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^{gnore gli accompagni,** the ponderous machine roUs up the 
ane, and the kind face disappears. Lucy arouses from her 
Tance, — "Papa, are we going f and she bursts into a pas- 
iion of tears. It was like the giving way of a dam in a river. 
Papa fairly gives way, too, hugs the suffering child to his 
bosom, and father and daughter mingle their tears. While 
this passes within, Aubrey, in the rumble, lights a fresh cigar 
^m the one he had been smoking. 

Those left behind stood on the highway watching the 
fast-diminishing carriage. They watched tili it disappeared. 
Poor Antonio was sick at heart, and would fain throw off his 
tnask« But no;-— he must listen to the idle verbiage of the 
Count and the Mayor, who insisted on accompanying him 
home. He reached it at last, threw himself upon his bed, 
and— man is but man after all— wept like a child.v% 



CHAPTER XX. 

Absence. 

When two persons dearly attached to one another 
separate, how much more to be pitied is the one who re- 
mains than the one who goes ! Every old familiär place and 
object becomes to the former a cruel remembrancer, out of 
wluch rises the image with which it is associated. Every 
hour that passes brings back the recollection of some sweet 
corresponding habit, now, alas! broken, and with it fresh 
yeamings and regrets; while every hour that flies, every 
object that fleets by, the excitement of the motion, the inci- 
dents, the very annoyances of travelling, create for the latter 
a thousand little diversions, the effect of which cannot but 
be to divide and lessen the concentration of thought and 
feeling on one given point. 

Lucy was no exception to the rule. It was not her fault 
if the scenery between Bordighera and Nice united to its 
character of loveliness one of grandeur, — if the road often 
bümbed to aerial heights,— if the towns below were so 
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picturesquely grouped, — if the indentations of tlie coast 
proved so capricious, and opened at eveiy tum new and 
bold prospects. It was not her fault if she had eyes, and 
through them received impressions. We do not mean to 
say by this that the agony of Separation did not continue to 
throb in her bosom; that her thoughts did not impetacnsly 
rush back, clinging round the friend she had left; that she 
did not feel desolate and miserable. We only mean to say, 
that the novelty and variety of extemal things and inddents 
forced themselves upon her notice, and mingled with tiie 
main current of her thoughts and feelings. 

At Nice, which was their first halting-place, the Davennes 
met a family,— one of the elect few whom Sir John could 
condescend to acknowledge, — such as England only can 
send forth, consisting of a father and mother, young stiU, 
with a train of from twelve to fifteen sons and daughters. 
The female members of this family, seven in nimiber, 
pounced upon Lucy, and took possession of her. She had 
to Visit, under their guidance, all the remarkable places in 
the town and its environs, — to join in picnics ostensibly got 
up for her, — to go to a dilettanti French play, a professional 
concert,and to hear acelebrated tmprovmsaiore^ — all of whidi 
occupations and amusements, compressed within the three 
days she spent at Nice, left our poor heroine but little leisure 
time to devote to tender regrets. 

At Paris, where, according to his old prog^ranmie, Sir 
John made a sojourn of a month, what with official Sight- 
seeing of the Louvre, the Luxembourg, the Palais-Royal, 
Versailles, St. Cloud, Fontainebleau, 8cc. &c., the indispen- 
sable daily drive in the Champs £lys6es and the Bois de 
Boulogne, — the trying on of innumerable new dresses and 
bonnets,— -the theatres, soir6es at the Embassy, going to 
parties, and giving parties, — and last, not least, moming 
Visits among the English in Paris, life .was a race indeed,— 
without taking into account a formal presentation at the 
Tuileries, and the honour of a seat along with her father 
and brother at the royal dinner-table at Neuilly. Though 
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littie partial to the chief of the Orleans dynasty, whom he 
could not forgive for being the son of Philippe £galit6 of 
revolutionary memory, and making no mystery of his feeling 
on the subject, Sir John, to use his own words, thought 
proper to yield to the policy of the day, and considered it a 
part of his duty as an Englishman to help on the ^^entente 
cordiale^ even at some cost to his personal sympathies. 
Only fancy a man of Sir John Oavenne's importance going 
through Paris without visiting the chief of the State I One's 
hair Stands on end to think of the consequences. 

But her Paris dissipations were rest and peace compared 
to the vortex of visits, breakfasts, dinners, f^tes, and balls, 
in which Lucy found herseif whirling as soon as she set foot 
in England. Not one of the most distant, in point of Situa- 
tion or connexion, of her numerous relations, or of the 
numerous circle of friends and acquaintances of the family, 
bat insisted on a day at least from the fair traveller. Sir 
John, on his part, once at Davenne, made up for lost time 
by filling his splendid mansion to the very unknown garrets, 
and with Lucy — the cynosure of all eyes — doing the honours, 
had open days, and gave entertainment after entertainment 
to half the county. For weeks and months Lucy had not a 
spare moment to herseif; dressing and visiting, visiting and 
dressing, those two great duties and occupations of a young f 
lady of high Station every where, and more especially in 
England, was the order of the day. Unable to resist the 
current that bore her down, what could she do but let her- 
seif drift along, half-pleased, half-worried? 

Antonio, in the meantime, do what he would, could think 
of nothing but Lucy. The bright star that had for a moment 
shone above his horizon had long set for ever, while still his 
eyes gazed on, riveted on the halo of light it had left be- 
bind. It was all the same whether he remained brooding in 
his own dwelling, seated on that very easy-chair he had con- 
trived for his cherished patient, or whether he went abroad 
on his usual avocations, there was the dear face looking at 
him out of every corner^ haunting him at every tum. The 
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little library out of which he had lent her books still warm 
with the touch of her hand, the flute and guitar he had so 
willingly played for her amusement, the map of Sioly he 
had taken to her when her interest in his country was first 
awakenedy the flowers she had given him religiöusly pre- 
served, — all around him was füll of her. All seemed to ask, 
" Where is shef If tired of poring over a volume, on which 
he had uselessly tried to fix his attention, Antonio gotup 
and looked out of the window, the flrst thing his eye met 
was the Count's casino , to which he had accompanied her 
many and many a time,— there the rieh Italian pine ex- 
panded its g^een canopy under which she had sat, when she 
tried the sketch of the coast towards France, — there, glano 
ing in the sun, was the large yellow stone, from under which, 
to Lucy's great terror, they had seen creep out a snake, as 
big as her little finger, — further on, at that tuming, she had 
stooped to pick up a stray, tiny, white shell, and given it 
to him. 

It was worse still when his profession called him to the 
other side of the promontory. What a crowd of memories 
rose at the sight of the old, weather-beaten, dingy-red 
Osteria, with its cumbrous balcony, the little garden, and 
the pebbly shore! Not a foot of ground but was hallowed 
by some recollection of her. There, past that sharp descent 
of the road, he had seen her for the first time, pale as death, 
but so lovely in her paleness that he wondered how such a 
peerless creature could exist on earth. There she had 
smiled on him so sweetly, when he had ordered the litter to 
be turned round ; there, on the first fold of the hill behind 
the house, one day, at dusk, she had discovered the first 
fire-flies of the season, and screamed with delight. Not a 
path but they had trodden it together, not a flower but they 
had examined it together, not one of Nature's mysterious 
Sounds — from the voice of the ocean to the chirp of a grass- 
hopper — that they had not listened to together, not one of 
the thousand hues of sea, or earth, or sky, that they had 
not admired together! Then everybody spoke of her; Rosa, 
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Speranza, Battista, the Count^ the drawing-master, Prospero, 
bis mother, knew of no other topic His very patients would 
inquire of him whether the "bella Signorma** was ever likely 
to come back again. Even the urchins playing in the streets 
would stop in their game to ask him where the "Inglesina" 
was. It seemed so stränge, so unnatural, so impossible, 
that she should have passed away from a place so füll of 
her, that Antonio would sit for hours, in sight of the Osteria, 
expecting to see her white dress fluttering in the balcony, 
or to hear her birdlike voice singing one of the Sicilian airs 
he bad taught her. At times he got almost angry with him- 
self, and determined to shake off this sort of continual Ob- 
session; he tried long expeditions on foot under a scorching 
snn, but to little purpose. The song of the nightingale in 
the Valley, the scent of thyme on a mountain pass, the white 
outline of some distant village, the tolling of a far-away 
church-bell, awoke old associations, and out of them stole 
the fairy form, and kept alongside of him. Do what he 
would, struggle as manfully as he might, there was no way 
of ridding himself of it. Antonio was sick at heart. 

Sir John's acknowledgment of the Doctor's Services was 
at once delicate and munificent. On the day after the de- 
parture of the English family, Prospero, according to the 
previous Instructions he had received, presented himself at 
Antonio's dwelling with a letter and Buffy. The Baronet, 
in a few lines, füll of feeling, begged Antonio to accept of 
the cob as a remembrance from one he had laid under many 
an Obligation, and not to forget, if ever he made up his 
mind to go to England, that he had there an old friend, 
who relied on a visit from him, and on being allowed to do 
the honours of his country to the Doctor. The letter con- 
tained a small packet of English bank-notes to the amount 
of a hundred pounds, but to these the writer made no allu- 
sion. Dr. Antonio took from the sum what he considered 
a handsome fee for his Services — ten pounds, and handed 
over the rest to the mayor as a gift to the parish from Sir 
John, to be applied as the town*council might deem proper. 
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The mayor convoked the town-council at once, wbo instanüf 
passed a vote of thanks to the Baronet, and delegatedto 
the mayor the business of penning and sending to the 
generous donor an address expressive of the grateful feel- 
ings of both parish and Council , with a copy of the minutes 
of the meeting annexed. To this address and minute Antonio 
joined a letter of thanks from himself for the present of die 
cob. Two months after there came to the mayor a note in 
answer, of most Spartan laconism. Sir John stated mos! 
distinctly, that, as he had left no funds for the purposes in- 
dicated in the mayor's letter, he could accept of no thanks, 
but that, as he was anxious to deserve the good opinioB 
expressed, he begged to enclose a draft for a hundred 
pounds, to be devoted to the benefit of the parish. This 
note, curiously enough, brought a wasp's nest about onr 
friend's ears. The town-council met in a hurry, and sunh 
moned Antonio to their presence to explain the matter. 
This the Doctor did with the ready straightforwardness 
that was his characteristic. He said, that on receiving fron 
Sir John Davenne a sum ten times larger than what he 
considered a sufficient remuneration for his attendance on 
that gentleman's daughter, without any direction or hint as 
to what was to be done with the surplus, the only Interpre- 
tation left him, and one, too, which he believed in keeping 
with the generous nature of the sender, was that the 
balance had been intended to be used by Doctor Antonio 
for the benefit of the parish, and he himself had judged that 
through the town-council he would be most sure of obtain- 
ing that end. 

This explanation was not considered satisfactory, aad 
loud complaints were made against the Doctor for hiaving 
compromised the dignity of the Council. Then foUowed a 
long and stormy deliberation as to what was to be dooft 
Three members, known as the creatures of the cur^, aad 
evidently instigated by him, urged a vote of censure against 
Antonio, which motion, however, was negatived. A fouitk 
moved that Antonio should be compelled to explain and 
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apologize to the English gentleman, which Antonio flatly 
refused to do. A fifth proposed that the money should be 
sent back to Sir John, but this proposal was unsupported by 
any one. At last, upon the motion of some one more 
reasonable than the rest, it was unanimously agreed upon, 
that the question should be put off tili that day six months 
— SL decent manner of burying it for ever. From that day a 
party — headed by the cur6's three friends above alluded to 
— was formed against Antonio; in course of time it was 
joined by the majority of the priests in the town, and by 
many of the pious women among their penitents. The 
animosity went so far that, a little after, the cur6 falling ill 
of an Indigestion, sent for the doctor of Ventimiglia, and 
placed himself under his care. But not all this display of 
hostility, not all the underhand propaganda of the Church 
party, and the Charge of imposture laid against Antonio, 
had power to shake his popularity among the peasantry, 
who, in spite of all the efforts made to entangle the question, 
held fast in their homely good sense to the one piain fact, 
that for their benefit Doctor Antonio had given up a good 
round sum of money, which he might, without blame from 
any one, have quietly kept in his pocket. 



CHAPTER XXL 

Eight Years after. 

We beg at this place to use our privilege of novelist, 
^i^and to leap over a period of no less than eight years at 
once. If the gentle reader will but take into consideration 
the amount of matter, bearing or not upon the subject, with 
which we might have filled up this gap, and the saving of 
time and patience attendant on our expeditious way of 
getting over the ground, we trust he will not grudge us the 
effort of imagination we impose upon him, and even give us 
some credit for discretion. Henceforth no sweet allure- 
m^nts will delay us on our road. Farewell cool shades 
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and bright hillst—Farewell quiet paths strewn with flowersj 
clear rivulets gurgling merrily by the way-side! The sunny 
portion of our course is past^ and lurid douds darken that 
which remains. Let us hurry over it as fast as we can. 

The time is the middle of March 1848, the scene that 
same road, on which , eight years ago, we first met Lucy 
and her father, and, as then, the principal object on ita 
travelling carriage, wending its way from the heights of 
Turbia to the sea-girt Mentone far below. An overcast sky, 
a sea of a leaden colour, a narrow g^rey horizon bounded 
both on land and water by a hazy sheet of falling nun,— 
such is for the time being the dull aspect of the country 
through which this equipage is passing. The olive planta* 
tions of hill and valley shiver and shudder under the keen 
gusts of wind that sweep over them, changing in quick suc- 
cession from white to dark, from dark to white, according 
as the swaying breeze tums up the silvery or the deep- 
green side of their leaves. Well may the middle-aged 
English man-servant in the rumble — bis nationality is un- 
mistakably written in bis florid complexion, and in the 
elaborate curve of bis grey-reddish whiskers towards the 
point of bis nose — well may he button up bis g^eat-coat 
and wink half-maliciously, half good-humouredly, at the 
starched female coUeague seated by bis side, as much as to 
say, "This then is the fine country you told me such wondcrs 
about?" 

Certainly the poor beautiful Riviera looked sadly unlike 
itself in this ungenial day; and a lover of fine scenery would 
have had nothing better to do than shut bis eyes and go to 
sleep. Yet a traveller alive to other phenomena than diosc 
arising from combinations of form and colour, might havc 
discovered, even through this murky atmosphere, something 
to win his interest, and rouse bis sympathies into active 
play. More than once had the carriage come up with groups 
of soldiers gaily plodding through mud and mire, and sing^ 
ing songs such as the surrounding mountains had rarely 
echoed. The once proscribed name of Italy resounded in 
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tbe choruses, coupled with another— one for a moment so 
füll of bright promises, and then so pregnant with long dis- 
appointment to Italian ears and hearts — the name of Pius 
the Ninth. An unusual air of animation prevailed through- 
Ottt the many small towns and villages scattered along the 
read, or perched above it In the main streets stood knots 
of Citizens of all classes, warmly discussing, in spite of wind 
and rain, the topics of the day ; streamers of every dimension 
waved over roofs, or floated from Windows, all alike display- 
ing the Italian colours, — white, red, and g^een; improvised 
national guards, with nothing of the soldier but the musket, 
mounted guard before the flag-deconited town-halls. No 
doubt of it, the thrice sweet goddess, Liberty, had breathed 
over this land, and, with her warm breath, stirred up to life 
the long-dormant populations of the Riviera. 

None of these signs of altered times were lost upon the 

lady inside the carriage, who watched them with an eager- 

ness that heightened the hectic spot on each pale cheek, and 

added to the ominous lustre of her sunken eyes. With 

every Step of the fast-going horses, her interest in everything 

seemed to increase, and, as the carriage drove past Venti- 

miglia, and the first of a series of promontories, projecting 

in a crescent-shaped cerulean line into the sea, began to 

loom out of the rainy mist, the fair traveller was so over- 

come by her feelings, that, laying her hand on her side, as 

if striving to repress the bounding of her heart, she feil back 

on the seat and gasped for breath. The reader has scarcely 

needed this last circumstance to guess who the lady was. — 

Who, but our sweet heroine, would betray such emotion at 

the sight of Bordighera? It was indeed Lucy, sadly altered 

but still beautiful, — her rieh aubum hair hanging as pro- 

fusely as ever over a forehead as pure and smooth as eight 

years ago. But what sorrow or care, gentle daughter of 

Albion, hasworked that net of small horizontal lines between 

thy temples and eyes? What invidious hand has cut those 

bwo deep lines that form an angle with each of the corners 

3f thy mouth? 
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Lucy had done what nine hundred and ninety-nine jcmg 
ladies out of a thousand would have done in her case.~She 
had married. When Sir John^ half in joke, half in eames^ 
had first mooted the question as to who, among tbe 
numerous retinue of suitors thronging round the rieh young 
beauty, had found g^ce in her eyes, Lucy, colouring deeply, 
had declared that she had never thought of any such thing» 
and that her only wish was to continue to live as she had 
done with dear papa. On hearing which, dear papa had 
laughingly retorted, that what she said was sheer nonsense; 
— ^young ladies were born to marry and be married. Anbrey, 
who happened to be present at Üiis conversationy made no 
remark at the time, but a day or so after took an opportunity 
of asking his sister what objection she could possibly have 
to Lord Cleverton. She had no particular objection to the 
Viscounty or anybody eise, only she was not indined to 
marry. But he, Aubrey, was strongly inclined that she 
should do sOy andy if within two months from that day she 
had not made a choice — well, it was for him to guess where 
the obstacle lay, and to take good care to remove it This 
was said with Üie gentleness of speech and manner peculiar 
to Lucy's brother, — that is, with flashing eyes and stamping 
feet. Lucy was not, as the reader knows, of that coriaceoos 
stuff of which heroines are made, who beard their tyranti 
and shake their fetters at them— in books or on the stage. 
She was a poor, weakly, nervous creature, with more in her 
nature of the reed that bends, than of the oak which makes 
head bravely against the blast. Besides, Captain Davenne's 
threat was two-edged. Women, when they fear for others, 
are soon disarmed; so Miss Davenne made her choice within 
the allotted time, and four months afterwards was married, 
— married without love, but without repugnance,-^n the 
contrary, with a degree of sympathy, which, properly 
nurtured and cultivated, might, and ought to have ripened 
into a steady and lasting affection. 

Lord Cleverton was a man whose attentions and pre- 
ference could not but flatter a girl of Lucy's warm feelings, 
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even had he not been what he professed to be, an 
enthusiastic admirer of Italy. It was, in fact, in Italy that 
the Honourable Mr. Tyrrel, a wild young attache at Florence, 
had made his dibut in life, and, if fame reported truly , had 
sown then and there a plentiful crop of wild oats. In the 
midst of a career of thoughtless extravagance, unexpectedly 
called upon, by his father's death, to assume the paternal 
title and a seat in the Upper House, the dashing attach6, 
like another Prince Hai, had tumed aside from his follies, 
and astonished the world by his steady application and un- 
common aptitude for business. Handsome still and young- 
lookingy though fuUy five-and>twenty years older than his 
bride, and quoted as a model of elegance and good taste, 
Lord Cleverton united to all the brilliant accomplishments 
of the man of the world the more solid attainments of the 
statesman. No one could utter with a better grace those 
amiable nothings which are the current coin of drawing- 
rooms; no one, with more cogent logic, attack the ministry 
amid the enthusiastic cheering of the Opposition benches, 
cm which he sat. Unfortunately, the qualities that command 
success in fashionable coteries, or oratorical triumphs in 
political assemblies, do not always secure domestic happi- 
ness, — not, at least, as our Lucy understood it. She was 
6ome little time before she found this out, but she did find 
it out at last. 

What did the young Viscountess want or miss? She was 
like a little queen in her new household, her husband her 
first subject, — wherever she went both old and young did 
her homage, — grave statesmen put aside their speculations 
to entertain her with those lighter topics proper to interest 
her age and sex, — celebrated poets sang her beauty, and 
first-rate painters disputed the honour of portraying her 
lovely features on canvas, — and yet she was not happy! 
What did she care for having her womanly vanity fed to 
satiety, while her heart had cravings which remained un- 
satisfied ! 

Lord Cleverton was one of those men whose existence 
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lies principally in the head. Ambition was the greatpasaon 
of his nature; deep, exclusive, all-engrossing attachments, 
if such things were, he regarded in the light of bars to the 
attainment of power, — according to him, the only noble, the 
only legitimate, the only aim worthy of being pursued by 
man. His respect for his young wife was really unbounded, 
as was his deference to her every wish that did not interfere 
with his ruling passion. He looked on her always with in- 
finite complacency, and when he saw her doing the honours 
of his house to a crowd of distinguishedguests, with that 
grace and dignified ease of manner, which won her all hearts, 
gratified pride was his predominant feeling. But no warmer 
sentiment animated his admiration. His great interest in 
life lay elsewhere. Politics occupied most of his time. 

-^ What with schemes, meetings, deputations, acting as Presi- 
dent to societies of every denomination, besides attending 
the House, he was so taken up that Lady Cleverton scarcely 
saw him for weeks together, and then only in Company. 

^k-J'he World stood for ever between him and her. No pos- 
sible privacy with such a man, none of those sweet out- 
pourings of the heart, none of those refreshing causeries by 
the fireside, which rouse sympathy into affection, and are to 
affection like the fresh dew of the morning to flowers. His 
cares were not her cares. In vain, at the beginning, had 
she repeatedly sought, on noticing a cloud on his brow, to 
know what caused it, that she might try to dispel it. All her 
attempts to win his confidence had been gently, and with 
much kindness, but not the less pertinaciously frustrated. 
His motive for this was, he said, his imwillingness to disturb 
the serenity of her life. This reason, she thought, might 
have held good with a stranger ; but was she not his wife, 
and as such entitled to her share of his joys and sorrows! 
And so it came about that poor Lucy's heart shrunk and 
withered, and feit more lonely every day. This was not the 
work of a few days, or weeks, or months — the drop must 
fall long ere it wears a hole. Nor was the dissolving process 
continuous. No ; there were ups and downs, halts, hopings 
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against hope. But the day came at last^ and a sad day it 
was, when the Viscountess realized her Situation, when she 
saw her dream of love and happiness vanish like a brilliant 
soap>bubble, and cold ennui began to coil itself, like a snake, 
round her heart. 

Had the joys of matemity been granted to Lucy— had 
she possessed a dear Infant, on whom to bestow the over- 
flowing riches of her soul, aU had been well with her. But 
Providence willed it otherwise. Lord Cleverton had longed 
for an heir with all the ardour of the chief of a new dynasty, 
but he was too well bred and generous not to conceal, as 
well as he could, the bitter disappointment under which he 
smarted. Her ladyship's acuteness , however,. soon led her 
to perceive that something besides political preoccupations 
weighed upon her husband's mind; and by dint of searching 
for the cause she found it. It is inconceivable how quick we 
are to guess at that which will pain us. This discovery com- 
pleted Lucy's misery, and few were the nights that she did 
not moisten her pillow with bitter tears. How many of the 
great, with rank and riches — envy of the vulgär who look up 
to them as suns and stars shining overhead, — how many 
show, when brought close to the eye, some mysterious 
canker, some unsightly excrescence, that renders them ob- 
jectsof pity ! Just like that beautiful rose so eagerly plucked, 
and which lets drop its gorgeous corolla, giving to view a 
hideous worm in its calix. Lord Cleverton came to remark 
bis wife's altered looks and frequent fits of absence, not only 
with pain, but with displeasure. That admirable grace, that 
rieh flow of conversation so natural and animated, which had 
drawn around her the wisest and gayest of society, leaders 
in politics as well as leaders of fashion, were graduaJly being 
replaced by mere formal monotonous courtesy. Lord Clever- 
ton, who liked to hear his house talked of as one of the most 
agreeable in London, — for he looked on such a reputation as 
one of the aids of his ambition, — watched vdth a g^owing 
discontent, legible enough in his countenance, his wife's 
^kemations of gaiety and gloom. Lucy, aware that his 
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scnitinizing eye was on her, strove to mask, by pierpetnal 
smiles, the real dejection that preyed on her. Constraint 
arose on both sides; time, as usual, widened thebreach, and 
the husband and wife became every day more estranged 
from each other. We do not pretend to develop, we only 
indicate the Situation. 

Meanwhile, as Lady Qeverton's health and spirits drooped, 
so did her duties, as mistress of one of the most splendid 
and hospitable mansions of the metropolis, become more 
burdensome, and never more so than in the spring of 1847. 
The Administration m esse was tottering, and a new Kfinistiy 
spoken of, in which pubUc opinion assigned to Lord Ge▼e^ 
ton an important post. Ambitions, high and low, were op 
at an incandescent point, and none was higher than thatof 
Lucy's husband. One more desperate push, one more defeat 
of the Cabinet, and power, that long>desired goal, would be 
reached. Lord Cleverton's house became the headquarten 
of his party, where, amidst the glare of the ballroom, and 
the din of Italian and German singers, wavering voices weie 
secured, places assigned, and the plan of a new campaign 
determined on. Now was the time when the young \^s- 
countess's fascination of manner, and the persuasive charm 
of her conversation, was to accomplish all that which Lord 
Cleverton had counted on when he first thought of her as a 
wife. He required of her to be assiduous at Court, to accept 
all invitations, no matter whether from his Grace or Exccl- 
lency, or only from some of the Manchester school. She 
must shew herseif every where, where fashion commands 
ladies of high degree to be, and, in order to triumph, look 
at all times as if triumph were already secured. All this 
Lady Cleverton did, unostentatiously, calmly. Her husband 
admired and wondered, then feit grateful to her. The waf 
in which she conformed to all his wishes, and adopted his 
views, caused a doubt, even in the heat of the chase, to 
enter his mind, as to whether he had been all he ought to 
have been to this fair creature; and he resolved that, oncc 
the present crisis was over, the futur^ should make amends 
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Ibr the past. But it was too late. Lord Qeverton, in the 
midst of his worldly plots and plans, took a fever, and died 
m a few days. He died with sad misgivings of having mis- 
taken his road to happiness, and blessing the angel who 
tended, nursed, and consoled him unremittingly and tenderly 
to the last. 

The young widow, sadly shattered in health and spirits, 
repaired to Davenne, where growing age and severe fits of 
gout had kept Sir John a prisoner for the last two years. 
The tender father was frightened at the altered looks of his 
childy and was still more alarmed at the State of profound 
discouragement in which he saw her plunged. Lucy, in fact, 
fftlt as if she were dying, and nothing could shake her firm 
conviction th%t her days were numbered. Sir John did his 
best to reason her out of this gloomy fancy all in vain, until 
tiie idea of her going abroad suggested itself tohim. — " Why 
should not what had succeeded once do so againf She only 
required fresh air, change of scene, and quiet, Why not go 
for a little while to Bordighera, and consult Doctor Antonio? 
She was certainly far more delicate when they were there 
eight years ago than now, and how soon he had set her to 
rights. Probably the Count would let them his Casino, or 
they might induce the Doctor to go with them to Rome. He, 
Sir John, was sure that Doctor Antonio would do anything 
for her.*' The worthy Baronet had Struck the right chord, 
and, perceiving his advantage, he reiterated his arguments. 
And now Doctor Antonio and Bordighera, Bordighera and 
Doctor Antonio, and the old Osteria, and Speranza, and 
Battista— those long unspoken names — became the daily 
themes of conversation at Davenne Hall. Buried recollec- 
tions rose again to life, old associations asserted their power, 
refreshing and vivifying Lucy's heart. A dawn of hope 
gleamed on her downcast spirit. Yes, if anything could save 
her, it was the attendance of that kind Doctor of hers — it 
was the soft-perfumed air of the sweet Riviera. It came to 
be settled accordingly, that as soon as herfirstyearof moum- 
ing was over, Lucy and her father should set out for the 

20» 
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Riviera. Lucy waited with a sort of nostalgia, longing for 
the arrival of that moment, which, when it came at last, 
found poor Sir John nailed fast by a fit of the gout^ severer 
than usual. He would not^ however, consent to any delay 
on Lucy's part, and was peremptory as to her going, for 
friends and doctors had long agreed that the Viscountess 
must leave England before the March winds began to blow. 
Sir John would join her at Bordighera, at Rome, at Naples, 
anywhere, but go she must, and at once. Lucy, not lädng 
to go so far fröm home with only servants, engaged a middle* 
aged lady to travel with her as a companion; and thus 
chaperoned, she set out for Paris in the middle of Februaiy 
1848. Too anxious to reach Italy to find any temptations 
for delay in the French capital, Lady Qeverton resumed her 
joumey, luckily, previous to the appearance of the Republi- 
can barricades on the Boulevards. Once at Nice, her im- 
patience knew no bounds. She would not even allow hersdf 
a few days to recover from her fatigues; but her sensitive 
nature shrinking from the idea of exposing to a stranger tbe 
emotions she knew must be roused by the scenes she was 
about to revisity she left'her companion at the hotel, and, 
attended only by the faithful Hutchins and a man-servant, 
went on to Bordighera with the feverish eagemess of one 
whose life is staked on the throw of a die. She wished to 
live now; and no doctor, save Doctor Antonio, conld make 
her live. Lucy had a sort of superstition on this point 

At last the carriage passed the promontory of Bordi- 
ghera, and the little valley beneath opened to view. Luqr 
strained her eager eyes to take in at one gaze all the details 
of the once familiär scene, and her heart sank withinhei« 
What was it that gave the poor Osteria, the garden, the very 
sea-side, such a desolate, deserted look? In the growing 
flutter of her spirits she could see nothing distinctly; still 
she discemed enough to feel that, whatever the cause, a 
change had come over the spot. She stops the carriage^ 
hurries with trembling limbs down the lane. The little gate 
hangs from one rusty hinge, as if no human being had passed 
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ihrough it for ages; ihe garden is a perfect wilderness of 
ireeds and brambles; the once luxuriant grove of lemon and 
nrange trees has dwindled into a scanty assemblage of 
shivered, scattered, skeleton-looking trunks, — the few dry 
reddish leaves, still hanging on the branches, look as if they 
bad been scorched by lightning; the house, all cracks, splits, 
smd holeSy is fast tumbling and crumbling to pieces. The 
only part entire is the massive flight of stairs. Such of the 
shutters as are not swinging to the wind, or lying on the 
g^roundy are hermetically closed. Everything around bears 
the marks of utter neglect, decay, and desolation. 

While knocking at the glass-door, which is fastened from 
within, and calling Speranza and Battista, Lucy is startled 
by a voice at the foot of the stone-steps. It is a young vil- 
lager, who informs her that there is no one in the house to 
answer her knocks or calls; the house is uninhabited, and 
has been so ever since the death of the last proprietor. 

"WhatI Speranza deadf—Battista dead?" 

'^No, no; Speranza andBattista are both alive, thank 
Gody and in good health. They keep the post-house at 
Mentone. They had sold the Osteria to an old man, who 
had since died/' 

Lucy breathes more freely. 

"And— the parish doctor of Bordighera," she falters. 
«Whatofhimf* 

** Doctor Gabriele, you mean? He is very well, thank 
you." 

**Not Doctor Gabriele—I mean Doctor Antonio— a tall 
gentleman with a long beard— a Sicilian.'' 

"Ah, yes ! I know now who you mean. I beg your pardon, 
but I do not belong to this place. The Doctor you speak of 
went away long ago; at least so I have heard.^' 

Lucy leant against the balustrade— her knees were giv- 
ing way. 

"And you don't know of course," said she, trembling 
from head to foot, "where he is?" 

"No, I do not, and I fear that nobody hereabouts knows.'' 
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The young peasant had all this tSme been eAaniliiu ig U 
fair questioner with much curiosity and interest. '^Perhaps, 
added he^ with some hesitation, — ^perhaps yoa are di 
Signora Inglese who lived long in this hous^ and did s 
much good to the country?'' 

It was a cordial to Lucy to find how well she was remea 
bered. The interest feit for her by those left behind hai 
not then died out. The young man's words somewha 
soothed the smart of this bitter disappointment. 

"You have guessed right/' she answered. **I amtial 
Inglese, Take this for the sake of one who loves Bordighen 
well;'' and, hurrying to the carriage, she bid theservant 
Order the postilion back to the Post Inn at Mentone. 

The rain had been dropping fast during Luc/s halt, aod 
she was now wet and shivering. Hutchins suggested theex- 
pediency of her stopping somewhere to have her clotbes 
dried, and to get something warm to drink; but Lucy woidd 
not hear of stopping before she reached Mentone. The 
promise of a fabulous pourboire inspiring the postilion with 
fresh courage, he whirled his long whip round his head with 
such violent smacks, as set his horses off into a gallop, and 
away they went, plashing furiously through mud and mire. 
The day was on the wane as the bespattered carriage stopped 
in front of the Inn of the Post. 

The sky had partially cleared to the west, and the rosy 
tints of the sun setting amidst a mass of huge black clouds, 
streamed down on a group at the side of the inn-door,— one 
ofthose homely domestic pictures of which Teniers or Micris 
would have made a little wonder. On a wooden bench sat a 
black-eyed, black-haired, handsome young woman, and, a 
little way from her, a dark-complexioned, dark-whiskercd 
man of thirty, with a pipe in his mouth, was squatting on his 
heels, with arms outstretched towards a rosy, curly-headed 
Cherub, — both parents encouraging, by act and word, the 
little fellow's first attempts at Walking, while he, with screams 
of infantine delight, tottered from the one to the other. Lucy 
gazcd earnestly on the trio. Speranza turns and catchcs 
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sight of the sweet face. ^'Madonna Santa! Mother, mother, 
.it is la Signora.^' In an instant she is on her feet, and, 
thrusting the Infant into the crouching Battista's arms with 
an smpetuosity that lays her husband flat on bis back, with 
the child sprawling over him, she Springs up the carriage 
Steps, and falls on Lucy's neck. "Oh, my dear lady!— my 
dear lady!^' is all Speranza can say. Rosa rushes out, with 
but one thought of course, that of some mortal injury having 
bappened to the screaming hope of the family. Battista 
scrambles to bis legs, and a general recognition takes place 
amid such blessings, blubberings, clapping of bands, and 
invocations of the Virgin, as would be higbly comical, were 
it not very touching. 

"Bless mel faow cold your bands are, Signora. How 
wearied you lookl If only Doctor Antonio was here." Spe- 
lanza bites her tongue; Lucy is rather carried than shown 
up stairs to the best room of the house. A bright fire soon 
crackles on the hearth, a sofa is wheeled forward, and Lucy, 
her wet shawl and dress taken off, is comfortably wrapped 
up and laid upon it to warm and rest herseif. Speranza 
leans fondly over her lovely Charge, strokes and kisses by 
tums her cold hands and feet, dries and smoothes and 
kisses the fair, damp curls, smiling all the while, and chat- 
ting and blessing the day and the hour, and the Madonna, 
yet, even in her excitement, forgetting nothing that can in 
the least minister to the comfort of her cara cara padrona, 
as she calls Lucy; least of all, the toast and the bot tea, — 
not the everyday tea, but that kept in the green canister for 
extraordinary occasions. Miss Hutchins is completely set 
aside for the time being, and takes it good-humouredly. 
Speranza will yield to no one, not even to her mother, the 
right to place the little feet in warm slippers, or to put the 
.^monk^' to air the bed, or to do the slightest Service for 
this adored padrona of hers. 

Lucy feit herseif revived in this genial atmosphere of de- 
votion, and, as she sat sipping her tea, which seemed like 
nectar to her, a glow of comfort spread itself over her weary 
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frame and heart. It was long indeed since she had enjoyed 
such a banquet, for eight long years she had been famishing. 
Not all the prestige of Station and fortune, not all ihe plea- 
sures of gratified vanity, had given her an hour like this. 
Of all the homage that had been pressed on her, of all the 
smiles that had beamed on the noble lady, be it even those 
from royal Ups, none had so gladdened, none had so flat- 
tered her, as the smile of this peasant woman, as the homage 
of these shnple folks. There are blessings, thank God, that 
rank does not command, nor riches buy. 

Lucy told Speranza of her visit to Bordighera, and of the 
shock she had received on seemg the altered State of things 
there, and of her disappointment at Unding Doctor Antonio 
gone. ^'We will speak of all that to-morrow, dear lady" 
Said Speranza, who had remarked Luc/s dropping eye-lids, 
<'and after you have had the good night's rest I expect yoa 
to have. I will only just teil you that Doctor Antonio went 
back to his own country, and is there still, at least was there 
two months ago» Signora Eleonora has had a letter from 
him, and she can teil you everything about our dear friesd. 
We heard there was a great revolution in Sicily, and that he 
fought like a lion. There has been a famous revolution in 
Sardinia too, and one here at Mentone, and at Roccabruna. 
Battista was at the head of it, — upon my word he was!— 
and he is to be an officer in the National Guard. The Com- 
mandant of San Remo has run away, and there are to be no 
more commandants, at least so they say; and the carabineers 
are to count as nothing more than other people. Has there 
been a revolution in your country also?*' asked Speranza, 
with very much the air of a person who takes for granted 
the thing inquired about. 

"No, thank Codi" said Lucy, smiling. 

"No revolution!" repeated Speranza, ratherdisappointed. 
**But then you have no commandants in your country," she 
added, as if that settled the matter. Thus, while addrcssing 
Lucy, Speranza, notwithstanding her wise resolution to put 
off all conversation tili the morrow, told what was most in- 
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g to her hearer. It was sometbing to know that all 
f the Doctor was not lost; so, after receiving Spe- 
blessing, Lucy feil asleep, and dreamed all night of 
as, perfumed orange- trces, and that she was Walking 
ittle garden of the Osteria with Doctor Antonio. 

y in the morning Speranza brought her children to 
two healthy, beautiful girls, as dark as night,— Luc! a 
ind Rosa Lucia, and the little curly-headed Lucio. 
>u know before that therewas such a name as Lucio?" 
he proud young mother. 

elieve I did," replied Lucy. 

sU, I am sure, for my part, I did not,^' said Speranza ; 
was sorely puzzled, as he was a boy, faow to name 
e one after you, for I was determined to do so, even 

had to make a name on purpose. Battista wanted 
:all him John, after your father, but that would not 
>ne half so well; and so what do you think I did? I 

Almanac and looked through all the Saints, and at 
lund a Lucio— bless him;" and Speranza showed all 
te teeth in the delight of relating her discovery. 

r Mary and Rose Lucy being dismissed in good time, 
cio given over to his grandmother's spoilihg care, 
;a tumed to Lucy and said, "Ahl dear lady, you can 
now how we feit when you were carried away from 
Liddenly. Do not be ang^ with me for saying so, 
as downright cruel of your brother to come here just 
you from a place where you were so well and happy, 
sre every one, old and young, doted on you. I shall 
3rget the feeling I had when I lost sight of the car- 
We were all as miserable as could be, and did not 
hat to do. Mother pined and sighed all day long 
iry day, Battista was like a fish out of water, and 
lite cross, and as for the poor Doctor," (here Spe- 
100k her head ominously,) "how he wandered up 
vrn, here and there, like a soul in purgatory, finding 
:e nor rest go where he would I It made one's heart 
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ache to watdi htm sittiiig for honrs together wbitn be coidd 
get a sight of the Osteiia. Who wonid ever have tbought 
matten were to end so, when we ased to see 70a and lum 
walkiiig side by side, both so yoimg and handsome, and so 
pleased to be together, tbat it seemed as if God had made 
you on purpose for one anotber. Bat wbat is tbe ose of 
repining nowT" continaed Speranza, noticmg Imcj's diaii|^- 
ing cheek. ^'No doubt it was tbe will of God tfaat tbings 
sbould go wrong in tbe way tbey did, only tiie poor Doctor 
never recovered tbe sbock of your going away — ^he was 
never like tbe same man again. I do not mean to say that 
he was not as good, and kind, and cbaritable as before^— it 
would be a lie to say he was not all tbat; but he had grown 
grave, and never had anytbing droll to say to make a poor 
body laugb. The priests, too, with the cur6 at tbeir hicad, 
had taken a dislike to bim, — and then there was always die 
same story of the commmiion-ticket at Easter. Can yoa 
believe tbat tbe cur6 one day asked, from tbe pulpit, what 
business foreigners had among^t usT — as if foreigners weie 
not Christians ! Altogetber, Doctor Antonio had a sony life 
of it, and he had a great mind to go away. Well, one dajr, 
~it was in the year 1842, he received a letter from bis bome 
with the news of bis mother's deatb. The kind, good soal 
took it so much to heart that he feil ill, and if it had not 
bcen for that fat little English doctor from Nice, you ^^ 
member, Signora, who came and nursed him like a brother, 
1 do believe Doctor Antonio would have died. He did re- 
cover at last, but, oh, dear me 1 he looked like tbe shadow 
of himself The English doctor took him away to Nice, and 
soon after Doctor Antonio sent to teil the town-coundl that 
he gave up bis appointment as parish doctor, and from that 
time we never saw him again. Once, when the English 
doctor stopped here a night, he told us that Doctor Antonio's 
mother had managed some way,— I did not rightly unde^ 
stand how, but she had done something which prevented the 
Government in her country from taking away the fortune 
she had bequeathed to her son; and then we heard by chance 
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thät oxir ^Kood 'friend had left Nice, and was away travelling, 
no one knew where. 

'* Your going had made Bordighera sad enough and duU 
enough to us, but now that Doctor Antonio was gone too we 
began to hate it, and we made up our minds that we would 
go also as soon as we could. Everything had thriven well 
with nsy and we had saved a good sum of money. A blessing 
:was on all yon had done for us. People came from far and 
near to look at the old Osteria, where the great English 
Milor and his beautiful daughter had stayed so long. Almost 
all the travellers on this road from your country stopped at 
our house, and liked to hear us talk of you and all you did; 
and they paid us handsomely for what they had, and would 
often stay over the night, because, they said, we had leamt 
from you how to make English people comfortable. We 
liked them all for your sake, Signora, though none of them 
seemed to know you. So we were as well off as heart could 
wish. The landlord of the Post Inn at Mentone wanted to 
retire from business, and had offered to seil us the whole 
concem, but we were afraid to say yes before we had found 
a purchaser for the Osteria. We had good luck in that also. 
An old sailor, whom every one had given up for lost, all of 
a sudden retumed to Bordighera, after having been away 
for forty years. He was a man who liked to live alone, and 
as he found all his people dead, it made him more unwilling 
to stay in the town. He took a fancy to the Osteria, be- 
cause, he said, it was out of the way, and he should not be 
troubled with seeing many faces. So we made the two 
bargains at the same time, and then we came here, where 
we have been for six years, with only one wish, — that the 
day might come when we should see again the Heaven-sent 
angel, to whom, after God, we owe everything we possess, 
and that we are as we are;'' and grateful Speranza took 
within her own hard hands Lucy's soft small ones, and 
covered them with hearty kisses. 

^^But how has the poor Osteria come to be such a ruin?'' 
asked Lucy. 
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<<It was the earthquake of i844,<-a tremendous one, tiiat 
did that; it ncarly thrcw it quite down,'* returned Speranzsu 
** Almost all the houses in or round Bordighera sufiered 
more or less, but none so severely as the poor old Osteria 
del Maitone. Some persons say it was because ihe foundar 
tions were bad. As to the garden, there has been no one to 
look after it for years, so no wonder it has run all to waste, 
The old sailor died the year after the earthquake, and as he 
left no will, and seemed to have no relations, the house was 
shut up, and it and the garden left to take care of one an- 
other. Battista says he saw in the Gazette, the other da^i 
that notice was given, that if no relations of the late ow&er 
came forward to claim the property by such a time, it was 
to go to the king." 

Lucy spent that day and the following night at the Inn of 
the Post, detennining to go the moming after to Taggia, to 
ascertain from Signora Eleonora, if possible, where Doctor 
Antonio was likely to be found. She made no attempt to 
conceal from her humble friend her eamest desire to place 
herseif under his medical care, nor her superstitious feeliog 
that no one but Doctor Antonio could restore her shattered 
health. The affectionate Speranza, who had not failed to 
notice Lucy's emaciated appearance and her frequent fits of 
coughing, but had given no other sign of the anxiety she 
feit than by clinging more fondly than ever to her bene^sic- 
tress ; Speranza gave her hearty approval to this plan, con- 
vinced, like the lady, of Antonio's powers; nor, foranything 
that Lucy could say to the contrary, was Speranza to be dis- 
suaded from going to Taggia with her. **Mother and Bat- 
tista can take care of the children and mind the business,'' 
Said Speranza; "now that I have you once more, let me 
make the most of the Godsend." 

Signora Eleonora was not at Taggia, she had just left for 
Genoa, with her two sons, both of whom had returned from 
banishment. Lucy was delighted at this news, and onljr 
longed the more to see and congratulate her old acquain- 
tance. Speranza pleaded a similar wish so earnestly that 
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she got leave to accompany her English friend to Genoa. 
The little journey was charming, the sky doudless, the sun 
bright and warm, the sea deep blue; and Lucy feit rekindle 
withm her that passion for the beautiful which had shaped 
so many of her pleasures in past days ; she inhaled with de- 
light the genial air, and at the sight of that privileged 
Mature, went over in her mind all her former sensations and 
emotions, with a keenness of enjoyment only to be com- 
pared to that of a miser who teils over and over again all 
the coins of a long lost, newly regained treasure. 

On reaching Genoa, Lady Cleverton found no difficulty 
in tracing out Signora Eleonora; the good old lady held 
out her arms to her unexpected visitor, without any words 
of articulate welcome. What a myriad of thoughts rushed 
through the mind of each as they held one another in a 
doseembracel Lucy was the first to speak. '^Did not I 
teil you that, one day or other, you would receive back your 
dear onesf '^ 

^God bless your kind heart,'' retumed the Italian lady; 
^'the Almighty has indeed listened to our prayers, and made 
me one of the proudest and happiest of mothers/' 

Speranza came in for no small share of the Signora's 
caresses and kindness; and if angels ever weep for tender- 
ness, we take it for granted that they did so as öiey watched 
this meeting. 

Signora Eleonora had Uttle to add to the Information 
about Doctor Antonio, already given by Speranza, and that 
Httle was ill suited to raise Lucy's spirits. Only once had 
the kind old lady heard from her Sicilian friend since his 
retum to his own country. She showed the letter toLucy; it 
was dated Palermo, the ist Februar 1848, and gave a short 
account of the struggle that had just t^en place between 
the king's troops and the populär party. The Doctor had 
cvidently written in the first moments of excitement, after 
a dearly bought victory. The letter had this postscript. "I 
have God, be thankedl been so fortunate as to shed some 
of my blood in my country's cause. A half-spent Neapolitan 
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ball wounded me in the right Shoulder; it is a mere scratcb, 
and does not prevent my using my arm, as yoa see. I only 
teil you of it lest you might see my name among the casual- 
ties, and be uneasy. I will write again soon.^' 

''And you have not heard from him sincef exdaimed 
Lucy, turning cold. Signora Eleonora shook her head. ''His 
wound, then, must have proved more serious than he 
thought, otherwise he would have kept his promise« He 
must be ill, I am afraid, thaf' — and her fancy getting die 
Upper hand of reason, she at once pictured to herseif tbis 
dear friend alone, sick, helpless, perhaps even dying. Lucy 
made up her mind on the instant she would go to Naples, 
cross to Palermo, and, caüte que coüte, find him. She ac^ 
cordingly wrote, by that same day's post, to her fatherto 
come and join her at Naples, adding, that if, by Chance, she 
were not there on his arrival, he would, at all events, üai 
further directions as to her movements at the British Eiih 
bassy. She wrote also to her companion, who was stitt 
waiting at Nice, to come post-haste to Genoa; and three days 
after, our delicate, fragile Lucy was on board a steamer 
bound for Naples. 

Signora Eleonora and Speranza saw her on board, and 
remained with her to the last, uttering words of hope aod 
comfort. The parting was a sad affair, particularly with 
Speranza, who would not let go her hold of her dear padrih 
ncCs dress tili she forced a promise from her that if, at any 
time, Lucy wanted her she would send for her. "I know 
that I am only a poor, Ignorant, peasant woman, and you a 
high-born, rieh lady," said the poor creature, the tears run- 
ning down her cheeks, "still they say a mouse once hclpcd 
a lion; so, pray, my dear, dear mistress, never forget thati 
am all yours, and if the poor peasant can be of any service 
call her to you ; — oh ! promise you will, and I will abide by 
you and serve you to my last day;— I will! indeed I will, » 
help me the Madonna ! " 
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CHAPTER XXII. 

Naples. 

The tide of national feeling, which, cver since the acces- 
sion of Pius the Ninth, and the first reforms granted by him, 
had been swelling slowly but uninterruptedly throughout 
Italy, had nowhere risen higher than in Naples and Sicily. 
But while the daily increasing demands for reform met with 
no hostility from the ruling powers in Rome, Tuscany, or 
Piedmonty nay, were in some degrce yielded to, the case 
was very different in Naples and in Sicily. There, on the 
contrary, a determined Opposition to all progress was ar- 
rayed in panoply of battle, and more than once had the loyal 
crics of **Long live Pius the Ninth I — Long live Ferdinand 
die Second^ and Reform I'* been responded to by voUeys of 
musketry^ and been followed by severe incarcerations. 
Sicily, her patience wom out, her moderation, her long- 
duiTering, her fidelity, all alike disregarded, at last resolved 
to snatch by main force what her petitions and remon- 
strances had hitherto failed in obtaining. Chivalrous in her 
misery, she named a day to her King, until when she would 
wait the issue of her last prayer for redress. If it were over- 
looked, she would then take to the ultima ratio of peoples 
as well as of kings. As might be anticipated, this appeal 
was treated with the usual cruel indifference, and Sicily, true 
to her Word, rose in arms. Palermo took the lead, and, on 
the appointed day, was in füll insurrection. 

The news set aJl Naples in a blaze. It was like a lighted 
match thrown into a smouldering fire. Thousands poured 
into Via Toledo, thousands crowded the square before the 
Royal Palace. They were, it is true, unarmed, and their cries 
were the pacific ones of "Viva il Re, Vive la Costituzione," 
but the attitude was that of menace. If we may judge from 
all appearances, the King was well inclined to look on this 
effervescence of populär feeling as a personal challenge, 
which he was nothing loath to accept« A huge red flag. 
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never hoxsted but as a signal of war, was seen to float from 
the towers of the Castle of St. £lmo. The multitude kept 
the Position they had taken up, in no way scared by the 
ugly emblem, whose sanguinary appearance they answered 
by criesy the sound of which was becoming fiercer. Trir 
color cockades seemed to spring from the pavement bdow 
their feet, and, eagerly distribnted, soon decorated every 
hat and coat. 

There comes a moment in which bayonet and cannon 
are powerless against what appears unarmed, defenceless 
numbers. Once the blood of the people is up, hands and 
anns of desh tear down stone-waUs and mock at artiUeryi 
Modem history, from the destruction of the Bastile down- 
wardsy is füll of examples. Such a crisis was now at band; 
that it passed without bloodshed, may be attributed to the 
courageous refusal of General Roberti, the brave and honest 
commandant of the Castle, to bombard the town. Rather 
than do so, he tendered bis resignation« All this occurred 
on the damp and gloomy moming of the ayth Januaiy 
1848. 

The King finding himself in an awkward dilemma, 
called around him most of the eminent men in whom he 
had confidence. Count Statella, Commander- in-chief of 
Naples, and General Filangieri, were among the number. 
With one voice they answered Ferdinand by advising him 
to change his Ministers without delay, and to grant the Con- 
stitution. The Cabinet was accordingly dissolved, and its 
moving spirit, the hero of Bosco and Catania, Del Carretto^ 
unceremoniously put on board a Government steamer. The 
disgraced minister, followed by the curses of his country- 
men, and met by the execrations of Genoa and Leghorn» 
where the vessel had to stop, made the best of his way to 
Marseilles. The banishment of Del Carretto was an act of 
tardy justice, and mild, too, when compared to his crimes, 
but it was not the less an act of black ingratitude on the 
part of the King. The moment Ferdinand began to fear 
for himself, he behayed like any common villain, sacrificingy 
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inthout hesitation, one whom he ought to have supported, 
as his active, unscrupulous accomplice and faithful servant. 

The universal prayer of the people was at last to be 
fistened to, a Constitution was promised, and a few days 
after publiclyproclaimed. The King used the followingwords 
inits solemn preamble: — ^'Concurring in the unanimous de- 
sire of our most beloved subjects, we have promised, of 
oor own füll, free, and spontaneous will, to establish in this 
kingdom a Constitution, and, in the awful name of the Most 
Holy and Almighty God, the Trinity in Unity, to whom 
alone it appertains to read the depths of the heart, and 
whom we loudly invoke as the Judge of the simplicity of our 
intentions, and of the unreserved sincerity with which we 
have determined to enter upon the paths of the new politi- 
cal Order, we have decided upon proclaiming, and we do 
proclaim, as irrevocably ratified by us, the following Con- 
stitution/' 

On the 24th of February, with every pomp and circum- 
stance of solemnity, this Constitution was swom to by the 
King, the Princes of the Royal Family, the new Ministers, 
the Chief officers of the army, the magistracy, and all the 
other high functionaries of the kingdom. A few days after 
the Electoral law was promulgated, and the convocation of 
Parliament fixed for the ist May. 

It is in the nature of things, that those who are at the 
head of affairs, in any time of great excitement, should give 
little satisfaction to any party. What has been is over- 
thrown — what is to be is yet unsubstantial hope. Expecta- 
tion is strained to such a pitch, that no wonder the men at 
the heim fail in conung up to it—indeed, necessarily fall far 
Short. Nor were the new Ministers any exception to the 
mle. Fault was found with them on every side for not at 
once discovering a Solution for the Sicilian question, the 
Gordian knot of the Situation — for not giving to their politics 
amore decided Italian character— for not adopting the three 
national colours, and so on. In short, the Cabihet could do 
Aothing right, and became so avowedly unpopulär, that its 
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only coorse was to resign. The accession to power of tbe 
Rcw AdministratioQ— caUed, from the date of its formaüon, 
the Ministry of the 6th March— was hailed by an imbounded 
and general oy of joy. This was the State of things when 
Luc>', towards the end of the month of March, reached 
Xaples. 

The great bustle and animation of the city, the demon- 
strative joy of all dasses, espedally that of the lower ordere 
(the very lazzaroni were adorers of hberty at that momen^ 
and all that can be argued from after events is, that 
Machia\'ellian arts can pervert man's most natural feeliogsj 
would have afiforded our heroine ample scope for Observa- 
tion and interest, had not other thoughts and other cares 
cxclusively absorbed her. The people of the hotel in Via 
Toledo, where Lady Cleverton stopped, opened their eyes, 
and piu^sed up their lips, when told to have the noble lady's 
passport, and that of her suite, vts^ for Palermo. ''Perlu4)S 
miladi did not know that Palermo was in open rebellion, and 
all Sicily in an uproar.'^ Miladi knew it perfectly well, but 
miladi was determined on going, and they must do as they 

were desired. Presently, in hot haste, came Mr. X , a 

young attache from the British embassy, where the pass- 
ports had been presented for signature. This gentlcman 
was a Cousin of Lord Cleverton, to whom he owed bis 
diplomatic post, and waited on her ladyship to dissuade her 
from attempting what he styled a mad expedition. Tbc 
two countries were positively at open war, — the sea was not 
safe,— Neapolitan cruisers were out expressly to prevcnt 
any strangers from landing on the island, — without any 
actual danger, Lady Cleverton might be placed in some very 
unpleasant predicament. Lady Cleverton looked very ob- 
stinate. "Her Britannic Majesty's ambassador,*' continued 
the attache, "was unwilling to authorize her ladyship's run- 
ning such risks. There was a talk of Lord Minto's being the 
bearer of terms to the Sicilians in a few days. If Lady 
Cleverton really persisted in her present determination, a 
passage might be obtained for her at the same time in tbe 
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royal steamer.'^ Lucy was not to be persuaded that all these 
precautions were necessary för an English lady travelling 
for her health. His Excellency came himself in the evening 
to talk to bis refractory countrywoman, and so seriously 
iirged her adoption of the plan he had proposed, that there 
was nothing eise for it than to yield, particularly as she 
dared not be explicit as to why she so preferred the air of 
Palermo to that of Naples; not indeed that she feit in the 
least ashamed of what she was doing, for never had Sister 
of Charity been actuated by purer motives, but Lucy had 
now sufHcient experience of the world to know, that it rarely 
puts the best construction on actions susceptible of two 
interpretationsy and so out of self-respect she kept her own 
secret. 

Our Viscountess found the days that foUowed dreadfuUy 

long. Nothing more difficult than to wait. Mr. X , the 

attach^, whoy in virtue of his cousinship, claimed the right 
of amusing her^ was most assiduous in his attentions, pro- 
posing all the usual excursions and sight-seeing. Lucy 
would accept of no amusement; she could not bear to have 
her thoughts disturbed, though her gentle, graceful nature 
prevented her telling her visitor that bis eSbrts rather in- 
creased than allayed the fever of her impatience. 

One day the young diplomatist came in a greater bustle 
than usuaL He always appeared, even in his idleness, as if 
he bore the weight of the world on his Shoulders. Well, 
this day he was füll of the news, that on the ensuing evening 
there was to be a great reception at Court, the first since 
the establishing of a Constitutional Government. It would 
be worth going to, if only for the fun of the thing. 

•*What do you mean?'' asked Lady Cleverton. 

^*Per San Gennaro, as they say here/* returned the at- 
tach6, laughing, "we are to have all the veterans of Car- 
honarism, all the celebrities of the Progress party. A batch 
of musty avoocati and doctors are to play first fiddles at 
Court now. Lord, how Ferdinand will mystify them!" 
^ *'l do not understand why you, who, being an Enghsh- 
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man, ought to know better, should ridicule the tcamed pro- 
fessions,** rcmarkcd Lady Cleverton, dryly. 

''But who on earth, my sweet lady cousin, ever thinks of 
putting Neapolitan doctors and lawyers on the same footing 
as English ones?'' 

<< And why not?'' asked the lady, in the same dry voice. 
'^Don't look so fierce,'' answered the fine gentleman, 
laughing, but not pleased, ^^for really I only echo the opinion 
of every one. I know none of the gentry you seem so in« 
terested in, save by sight His Excellency has lucMy pat 
your name on the list of strangers to be presented to-nu»^ 
row. You had better go and judge for yourself/' 

"I think I shall,*' retumed Lady Cleverton; **it will be 
worth while to see men whose name will figure in a page of 
history." 

The attach6 was regularly puzzled by the widow of his 
iUustrious relative. ** After all,*' thought he, "the bestof 
her sex will say no to Pompeii, Vesuvius, and the San Carlo, 
on the plea of health and want of spirits, but she'll go to 
Court though she were djring.'* 

The knowing attache's prognostications were not to be 
verified. When Lady Cleverton joined the royal circle, she 
found every one and everything looking much as they 
generally look on such distinguished occasions ; it was even 
impossible to teil that there was any want of blazonry in the 
assembly. Perhaps, owing to the new elements introduccd, 
there was more animation, certainly less dulness, than usuaL 
If there were any deviations from Court etiquette, the cx- 
ample was set by the king himself, who went from group to 
group, shaking hands and speaking courteously to every- 
body, acting the citizen-king to the life. He was simply 
dressed in black, and, but for the Grand Cross of San Gen- 
naro, the ribbon of which he wore saltier-wise, and the de- 
ference shown him, might have been taken for one of the 
guests, and not one of the best-looking either, Tall, long- 
legged, small-headed, grey-haired, and short-sighted, with 
little of the prepossessing or commanding about him, sa?e 
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whatli^ öwed to his erect carriage and deliberate galt, Fer- 
dinand the Second had rather the appearance of an elderly 
cavalry officer on half pay than of a king eight-and-thirty 
years of age* 

But Lady Cleverton gazed at him with unmixed admira- 
tion« All that she had heard from Doctor Antonio of Fer- 
dinand himselfy or of his race, was at that moment forgotten» 
and the shades cast on his brow by untoward precedents 
disappeared in the aurioU of popularity which encircled, in 
her eyes^ the Prince of reform,— the Prince who, like a philo- 
sopher, had yielded to the voice of public opinion, — the 
Prince who, like a father, had granted the prayers of his 
people. Did not he, who had diffused happiness throughout 
a whole kingdom, deserve blessing and adOfection? 

But the young attach6, who was resolved on being her 
Cicerone, would not leave her to her reflections. ''Look at 
those two gentlemen,^' said he, ''between whom his Majesty 
IS Walking; the one on the King's left is Bozzelli, minister of 
the interior, a refugee of yesterday; and the other, big- 
headed, shaggy-haired, and middle-sized, is Carlo Poerio, 
minister of public instruction. All that one knows about 
them is that they are both advocates, with lots to say for 
themselves, and have often been imprisoned on political 
charges, which, however, could never be proved against 
thenu And now, you see, for all that, here they are, quite 
the rage in Naples, and looked upon as the two great pillars 
of thecabinet.'^ 

The gentleman the attachd called Poerio, forcibly at- 
aacted Luc/s attention. His was the vast powerful fore- ^ 
lead, which she had so admired in Doctor Antonio, his the 
dear unsparkling, faazel eye, and thin, firmly-set lip, which 
»ore evidence to an imconquerable will. 

**That thin, fair-haired, meditative-looking young man,'* 
xmtinued the attach^, who, so that he might talk, did not 
are much whether he was listened to or not, 'Ms Professor \^ 
^ettembrini, editor of a leading paper, an out-and-out 
Jtopist. He was to have had a place in the ministry, but 
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some cme, I beEere, objeded to Inm on aocoant of Ids loolc^ 
mg so young. Howcfct, yon may be siire he is booked to 
be one of tbe fntizre legislaloxs of tbis countzy. And so is 
tKat tall old fellow in gold spectacües, passing dkost to üs— 
some xQushroam m ag irf r ate; I ibrget lus Dame. Paron— 
^somcthing. Ab! FzTcmli, tbat is it; an intrigaant of the 
first water; they arc crcxy onc of tbcm people of yesterday. 
Hearcn otüy knows wbcre tbcy sjning Crom! The tau port^ 
gentlcman in tbe cmbrasnre of that window opposite," said 
the Englishman, lowcring bis ▼oicc to a respectfid whisper, 
*'is tbe Hing's own brotber, bis Royal Highness tbe Coont 
of Syracuse, fonncrty Viceroy of Sidly. I wonder who he 
is speaking to? It is a £u3e I don't know — some otherfor- 
venu^ I suppose." 

Lucy could not belp giving a great Start; tbe Wood 
mshed to ber face, and tbidc drops of moisture rose on her 
brow. "Wbat is tbe matter?*' cried tbe unfledged diplo- 
matist. "Are you ill?" 

"It is notbing; — a sudden giddiness." 

" Would you like to go away?— it must be from the hcat 
of the Toom" 

" Ver\' likely/' answered Lucy, in an unsteady voice. 

Fortunately for her, tbe Englisb ambassador himsclf 
came up to her, and the attach^ made bis bow without 
further comment. His Excellency was very sorry, but he 
had reason to believe that Lord Minto's mission to SiciJy 
would be put off for another fortnight at least. New com- 
plications bad arisen. The Viscountess received this piece 
of news very coolly. She did not mind a little delay; it was 
just possible she might give up her plan altogether. His 
Excellency was too well-bred to do more than raise his eye- 
lids at this unexpected announcement; he, who hadreally 
been taking no little trouble in the matter, was thrown over- 
board without so much as "thank you/' After a little de- 
sultory talk the ambassador went to make bis usual round 
of bows, and Lucy was at length left to herseif. 

The companion of the Count of Syracuse was a tau, 
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black-haired^ black-eyed man, who, at first sight, looked 
scarcely past thirty; bis countenance was thoughtful but 
serene, bis smile most winning, bis carriage noble and erect; 
tbe countenance, tbe smile, tbe figure, in one word, of 
Doctor Antonio. Instead of bis long beard be bad now a 
tbick moustacbe on bis upper lip. Save this sligbt dif- 
ference, and a sbade of pallor, greater perbaps tban of old, 
there was notbing changed about bim; be looked as young 
and bandsome in bis way as be bad done eigbt years ago. 

Tbe King coming near tbem, tbe Count and Antonio left 
tbe Window and approacbed bis Majesty, wbo, stopping to 
excbange a few words witb bis brotber, suddenly took tbe 
Doctor's ann, and, drawing it tbrougb bis own, continued 
bis walk. Lucy bad not lost one of tbe details of tbis little 
scene, least of all bad sbe missed tbe sudden flasb of those 
well-known black eyes as tbey met bers, or tbe colour tbat 
set tbe pale countenance all in a glow. Wbat was tbe feel- 
ing tbat made tbe Viscountess tum ber bead away, and try 
to get bebind some ladies? Was it fear of an august 
presence, or was it a misgiving tbat sbe was sadly cbanged 
from wbat sbe bad been? Lucy scarcely knew. Tbe motion 
bad been instantaneous, mechanical, irresistible, and sbe 
was in far too great a flutter of spirits to scan or analyze tbe 
secret Springs of tbe action. 

Half an bour passed, in tbe course of wbicb Lucy's eyes 
tumed more tban once in tbe direction of tbe door, tbrougb 
wbicb sbe bad seen tbe King and Doctor Antonio dis- 
appear. More tban once bad tbe advent of some score of 
tall, black-baired, and moustacbed gentlemen tbrougb tbat 
door made ber beart beat loud and fast. Here he comes at 
last — not in a burry, but witb bis usual long quiet strides, 
as gentle and unpretending amid bis cbanged fortunes as 
wben, a poor village doctor, he went bis rounds among bis 
bumble patients of Bordighera. Here be comes, and, witb 
beaming eyes, makes straigbt for ber. 

**You herel*' be exclaimed, as sbe placed ber band in 
bis« ^^What an unlooked-for bappiness! Wbo would ever 
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have dreamt^ eight years ago, of our meeting at Napks, and, 
of all places in the world, at Court?'' 

*'Who indeed!'' was all that Lucy could say. Her sool 
was entranced by the sweet magic of his voice ^Edling once 
more on her ear. 

<'How are you, and how is my good friend Sir Johnt" 
asked Antonio, after a short pause. 

''Papa, when I left England, was laid up with a fit of the 
gout. He is soon to join me here. By the by, he gave me 
a letter for you, thinking I should find you at Bordighera. 
You shall have it the first thing to-morrow moming/' 

"Thank you/' said the Doctor, "How glad I shall be to 
shake hands again with kind Sir John!'' 

"How do you happen to be in Naples?" inquired Lucy. 
"I thought you were at Palermo, and badly wounded, too.'' 
"How do you know anything about my wound?" said 
Antonio, brisldy. 

"I saw Sigrnora Eleonora at Genoa, and she told me. 
She is so happy now — both her sons are with her. She iet 
me read your letter to her. She was very uneasy about you, 
and so was L" 

"Were you? Bless her kind heartl" said Antonio. 
"What have I done to deserve two such friends?— Two such 
form an oasis for me in this vile wildemess of a world." 

"I won't hear you speak ill of the world," returned Lucy, 
with something of her old childlike manner. 
"Very well, I will not—now," said Antonio. 
"Teil me about your wound ;—how is it?" 
"Perfectly healed. It was a mere Scratch." 
"And what made you delay so long writing to Signora 
Eleonora? What excuse have you for leaving your friends 
in anxiety?" 

*"Constant occupation and worries of every kind. It was 
very wrong of me, nevertheless. To-morrow, I promise, I 
I will send a letter to Genoa," said the Doctor. 

"Mind you don't forget, and give the dear old lady my 
best love. Now, then, teil me all about yourself since we 
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parted^— about ihe Revolution, and Sicily, and everything. 
You have not forgotten, have you, my old love for asking 
questions?'' added she, smiling. 

"It is as welcome as of old," he replied. "You shall 
liear everything about myself and Sicily, but first I must 
know everything about you and your health, fair lady/' 
continued Antonio, who had been eyeing his long-lost friend 
with some anxiety. Lucy told him at once all about her 
health, just as she used to do; and he listened to her with 
that same interest and attention with which he had been 
wont to listen to her in the wretched Osteria del Maitone. 

"We will put all that to rights again, with God's help," 
Said Antonio, cheerfully, when she had finished. "Fresh 
air, quiet habits and method — you know of old, my love of 
method — and a proper obedience to your doctor's direc- 
tions,'' (he smiled, and Lucy's eyes assured him there should 
be no want of this desideratum,) " will do wonders for you, 
as they did at Bordighera.'^ 

|t was now Antonio's tum to give an account of himself, 
irhich he did very succinctly. We shall follow the good ex- 
ample, only taking up the subject a little farther back, and 
touching upon one or two points he omitted, just as much 
as is indispensable for the clear understanding of our story. 

When awakened from his fond dream of an hour at 
Bordighera, Antonio, as we have said, had swom in his 
heart to have no other mistress than his country, and to 
devote to her, and her alone, all the energies of his soul and 
tnind; and when we say his country, we mean of course 
[taly, for Antonio's patriotism was not confined to the isle 
in which he was bom, but embraced the whole of the mother- 
land. In pursuance of this idea, he had not delayed put- 
ling himself in communication with the leading men of the 
Italian emigration, less with the intention of becoming a 
Propagandist, and winning over new elements to the Liberal 
cause, than of combining those already existing, and giving 
them that unity of purpose and direction, which could alone 
secure success in the day of triaL The fortune he had in- 
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herited from his mother gave our doctor a modest in- 
dependence, and consequently the means of pursuing more 
interruptedly, and furthering more efficiently, the object he 
had set before himself. A pedestrian tour in Switzerland, 
undertaken for his health in the spring of 1843, afforded 
him an opportunity of knowing, and being known to^ a good 
many of the iniluential Italian exiles; and as their viewsand 
hopes were identical with his, it was a very easy matter to 
establish an understanding with them. Antonio spent most 
of his time, from 1843 to 1847, at Turin, where, by his 
gratuitous attendance on the poor, he eamed a weli- 
deserved reputation for charity and skill, and by several 
medical pamphlets the name of a profound and elegant 
writer. About that time, we mean Üie spring of 1847, the 
news of Sicily began to be of serious importance. The 
Neapolitan Government, as before remarked, far from yield- 
ing any satisfaction to the populär feeling, roused to tfae 
highest pitch by the reforms granted at Turin, Florence, 
and Rome, was combating against it in the most bmtal 
manner. An outbreak was imminent at Palermo, so said 
private letters. Antonio, with a few friends, embarked for 
Malta, and from thence, in the beginning of January 1848, 
crossed to Palermo, where he and his companions remained 
concealed tili the I2th of January, when, a tricolor-flag in 
band, hey made their appearance on the Piazza of the Ficra- 
vecchia. The cry of ^^alV armi** was responded to from all 
parts, and the rising began in eamest. The struggle was 
long and obstinate, lasting from the I2th to the 29th of 
January; but in spite of a reinforcement of fresh troops, 
landed by the Neapolitan fleet on the I5th, and a brisk 
bombardment of the city by the fortress of Castellamare, 
the populär Impetus proved irresistible. Stronghold aftcr 
stronghold was carried as if by enchantment, the fortified 
royal palace was attacked with such spirit, (it was there that 
Antonio was wounded,) that its garrison abandoned it on the 
25 th, and the troops, driven out of the town on every side, 
were hotly and triumphantly pursued. 
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The fire of insurrection spread all over the face of tbe 
Island; Girgenti, Catania, Messina, Caltanisetta^ Trapani, 
Syracuse^ one and all in rapid succession, foUowed the ex- 
ample set by Palermo. Some garrisons laid down arms, 
some were utterly defeated, others retreated into the forts, 
as did that of Messina, which, from the citadel, where it 
was intrenched, kept firing against the city. The last town 
of any importance which joined the movement was Noto. 
Her adhesion took place on the 4th of February, and on the 
same day the tricolor-flag waved from the ramparts of the 
fortress of Castellamare. It was then that the General 
Committee of Palermo, which had been constituted to 
organize and give proper direction to the insurrection, as- 
sumed the powers and title of Provisional Government of 
Sicily^ with the venerable Ruggero Settimo as its president. 

In the meantime, as we have before stated, a new 
political Order of things had been inaugurated at Naples, a 
drcumstance which gave fair hopes of a speedy arrange- 
Daent between the two countries. In fact, shortly after nego- 
tiations were entered into— under the auspices of Lord Minto 
—between the Neapolitan Government and that of Sicily; 
about which it is only necessary to remark here that they 
were far from being handled and conducted, on the part of 
Naples, in that spirit of straightforwardness and conciliation 
which could alone, if not entirely dispel, at least diminish 
the distrust, deplorable precedents had deeply rooted in 
the minds of the Sicilians. The justice of this assertion will 
be clear to any one who will take the trouble of going over 
Lord Minto's official correspondence at that time with Vis- 
count Palmerston. **I begin," writes Lord Minto to Lord 
Motmt Edgecumbe at Palermo, "I begin very seriously to 
believe that there is no Intention here (Naples) to come to 
i friendly understanding, and that all that has been done, 
3r is doing, has no other object than to gain time to prepare 
for hostility, or to secure foreign aid.'' Such is the sense 
vf his lordship's letter, dated February 22d. 

Tired of being kept at bay to no purpose, and aware of 
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the ezpedienqr of rdieving the cotintry and Üiemsehes from 
the dangers of tbeir provisional position, the General Com- 
mittee of Palermo published at last a declaratioD, in which 
was distinctly set forth that it would not continue to treatas 
to terms of peace unless the tme qua tum condition that none 
but a Sidlian army should garrison the Island, was agreed 
to. At the same time«the Electoral Colleges were convoked 
for the isth of March, and the 25 th fixed for the opening of 
Parliament. 

The Neapolitan ministry^ on their side, in utter despair 
of being able to surmount the difficulties of the Situation, 
resigned^ and were succeeded by the administration of the 
6th March. The accession to power of such men as Carb 
Poerio, Saliceti, and Savarese, bid fair to bring the arduous 
Sicilian question to a £nal settlement. A cabinet coundl vas 
held on Üie yth of March^ the King present — ^Lord A£nto vas 
there also by invitation — and a series of measures was am* 
cocted and a number of decrees signed^ which were thougfat 
likely to give satisfaction to the Sicilians. The Convocation 
of Parliament, already fixed by the Committee of Palenno, 
was legalized by an act of Convocation emanating from tfae 
King for the same day; the Neapolitan Government granted 
to Sicily its separate Parliament, its own separate ministers, 
with the exception of the minister for foreign afifairs; and tfae 
most populär man of his day, the incamation, as it were, of 
the Sicilian revolutiop, Ruggero Settimo, was nominated 
Lieutenant- Govemor of the Island, in the name of Ferdinand 
the Second. The office of a special minister for Sicily, who 
was to reside at Naples, and be a medium of conununication 
between the Island Government and the King, was created, 
and Conmiendatore Scovazzo, a Sicilian, appointed to this 
dignity. But the ticklish and most important point, of none 
but a Sicilian army being quartered in Sicily without the 
consent of the Sicilian Parliament, was completdy over- 
looked. Truly, it does seem stränge that Lord Minto, in 
whose presence all these measures were decided upon, 
should not have broached this vital question^ he who, bat a 
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few days before^ on ihe ist of March, had written to Lord 
Palmerston — "The Sicilians, in seeking to place^ their 
liberties under the safeguard of their fellow-countrymen, 
are justified by their experience, and, indeed, there is no- 
thing in the character or conduct of the existing Govern- 
ment (Naples) that merits their confidence.'' 

This unaccountable silence about the army — the great 
point at issue, was considered by the mass of Sicilians to be 
füll of dark augury^ and obliterated all the good effects the 
above-named concessions might have produced. Such, in- 
deed, was the prevalent distrust of the Neapolitan Govern- 
ment and the fear of its treachery, that the only chance of 
tranquillizing the irritated minds was the removal of an 
army which had for thirty-three years held Sicily enslaved, 
and against which Messina was still fighting. Populär feel- 
ing declared itself so strongly averse to the conditions of 
tfae 7th March, that the General Committee pronounced them 
^unacceptable, on the ground that they were contrary to 
the Constitution of 1812/' Lord Minto then insisted on the 
Committee proposing their own terms, which they did, but 
the Government of Naples pleaded the impossibility of dis- 
cussing the conditions proposed, without the concurrcnce 
of the Neapolitan Parliament, which had not yet met. On 
the day previous to the assembling of the Sicilian Legis- 
lature there came a protest from the King, charging the 
Sicilians with "endan gering the resurrection of Italy, and 
risking the independence and glorious destinies of the 
common country.'' This protest declared null and void, 
beforehand^ all acts that might be accomplished in Sicily. 
There was nothing left for the two countries but to try the 
fortune of arms. 

The direful prospect of a fratricidal war filled many a 
noble heart on both sides of the Faro with horror and dis- 
may. "WhatI'' cried our friend the Doctor, "while the 
ancient rallying cry of Fkiori ü harharo is ringing throughout 
the Peninsula — while war with Austria is rendered inevitable 
by the heroic insurrection of Milan— is it possible that there 
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are here two noble Italian States bent, not on exerting thebr 
utmost energies against the common foe, but against each 
other?'' And^ as he said this, Antomo buried bis band in 
bis hair. Was tbere no means of averting tbis mostbideous 
of calamities? Perhaps tbere was. It would not do to sit 
down and despair. Could tbe Neapolitan Govenmient be 
prevailed upon to accede to tbe one condition, tbat no anny 
but a Sicilian one sbould garrison tbe island^ no doubt that 
the terms of tbe ytb March would be accepted, and peace 
restored between tbe two countries. Such was at least the 
firm belief of Antonio, and of many of bis friends of the 
Moderate party, with whom be was debating tbe point They 
determined accordingly to make a strenuous effort to bring 
about this most desirable result Antonio drew np a me- 
morial, in whicb be exposed, with great stringency of logic^ 
the reasons whicb ought to persuade the Neapolitan Govern- 
ment to yield on the anny question, and expatiated at füll 
lengtb on thebenefits certain to accrue totbat common cause, 
invoked by tbe King bimself in bis protest, from a renewed 
understanding between Naples and Sicily. This memorial 
he read to his friends, with whose complete approbation he 
sent it to Naples. It was placed in the hands of one of 
the Ministers, between whom and Antonio a mutual estecm 
and good-wiil existed — the fruit of a former long and im- 
portant correspondence. A few days after, tbere came a 
brief note in answer, the purport of whicb was as foUows:— 
** Could the writer of the memorial come to Naples, and 
urge vioa voce the argumenta he had so admirably expressed 
on paper, ten to one but he would succeed. Never was his 
Majesty better disposed to make concessions than at the 
present moment. Not a day to be lost!" 

And Antoiyo did not lose a day, but went to Naples. He 
knew very well to what this Step laid him open. He knew 
very well that his intentions would be misconstrued by 
party spirit; that his name would be torn to pieces; that he 
would be branded as a runaway, a renegade, a traitor, but 
he did not care. So long as he had a hope of doing good 
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to bis country, he was not the man to be deterred by 
personal considerations. So to Naples he went, saw the 
Ministers, saw his Majesty, and warmly pleaded the cause 
he had taken up— if to some or no purpose we shall see 
hereafter« 



CHAPTER XXIII. 

The X5th of May 1848. 

The next day, at the same hour which he used to pay 
his morning visit at the Osteria, Doctor Antonio made his 
appearance in Lucy's drawing-room, We must not forget 
to say, that by this time he knew everything about Lucy's 
marriage and widowhood — knew it from Sir John's letter, 
which Lady Cleverton, true to her word, had sent him early 
in the morning. He greeted his fair friend as cordially as 
ever,and,with the freedom of old times,began at once to find 
fault with her quarters. '^ A magnificent and stately suite of 
rooms," observed the Doctor; "but they will not do for you. 
You must have fresh air to breathe, and something better 
to look at in beautiful Naples than fine houses. There is 
an hotel not far off, at Santa Lucia, that will suit you ex- 
actly; not so fashionable, to be sure/' adds our Doctor, 
slyly, '^as Toledo or Chiaja, but less noisy, and that is no 
slight advantage. I know the master of the hotel which I 
am reconmiending to you. He is a most obliging and re- 
spectable person." Lucy was ready to make the change. 
"Come and judge for yourself," says the Doctor; and away 
they went. The lady was delighted with the Situation, com- 
manding, as it did, a view of the Bay and Mount Vesuvius, 
and went into raptures about a wide-projecting marble 
balcony into which the rooms opened. "We shall fancy 
we are at Bordighera again,'' she said, fiushing and looking 
at Antonio. "To be sure," he answered. "Suppose we 
go, while your people are bringing your things here, and 
IsLy in a stock of plants and flowers to makc something of a 



^arÖBL inr yoc?* Aaä vten die cmiage was so stufied 
iri± rassgs^ T^r^rifiK, J3>d dwaxt onagt-tnts, that onr hero 
«T>^ benüDe ci£ ziis laicnr «)xre fo find a place for their 
7««;, täie t'^tmmi zsade Lacr laagb as she haid not langhed 
jor isETT a äiT. Arrocss. jcst as mindfal as ever aboot her, 
prrcczBsc ^^iic to bzr paper, pendlsy and colonrs— she 
viiüi iccc joi^ to be sketdaing from her window« ''And 
a ~'-«^''^^ asfied be, as tber drore past a shop where theie 
-«r» sare- '^Ah! to be sare," was tfae ready answer. 
'- Y;-« :^=s: reaA =» laoie SsdEui songs." The piano and 
tbe crMMzng manerials otdered, thcy went bade to die nev 
borc- 

p^esrr ci work dow for die bosj Doctor.^The plant! 
ani doven to dispose of to their best advantage in the 
balc-ony, — ibe paint-box and pendls to arrange, so diat she 
may find crcmhing she wants tinder her hand, — tfae best 
light and spo: to dioose for the easel, — the best place for 
the piano, jnst Coming in, — all of whidi things he did wiA 
that qsietness, method, and taste, whidi made Lucy think of 
her arrival at the Osteria. And as she now sat at die piano, 
following bis erery movement with her eyes, and lettmg 
her nngers strike the keys, how busy the while her thoughts 
with cid days, — how vividly memory was painting that first 
evening, when he put up the curtains and pasted the paper, 
to her father's horror, over the crevice in the door. How 
füll of gratitude to ovcrflowing her heart! Was it the mys- 
terious power of association that taught the listless fingers 
to find the notes of that Sicilian air he had first sung to her, 
and which, from her wedding-day, she had never playcd? 

The days of Bordighera are come back again. The 
same flowers, the same sky, the same wondrous nature, 
even to the sweet scents in the air, — all that she had admircd 
and enjoyed there, were hers once more. Better, too, and 
dearer, was the retum to that wholesome altemation of oc- 
cupation and repose, to the same sweet converse, the same 
quiet evenings on the balcony; but best and dearest of all, 
was that same vigilant, unremitting care, she feit as much 



l 



THB 15TH OF MAY 1848. '337 

hers now as then, the proof, ff she wanted any, that An- 
tonio^ like her, cherished the past. It seemed as though 
her youthful bloom and gentle gaiety would blossom anew. 
Happiness was a better physician than even Doctor Antonio. 
The events of the past eight years faded from Lucy's me- 
mory as if they had not been. She could ahnost have 
fancied she had fallen asleep on that dreary day when she 
left Bordighera, to wake again at Naples, after a long, pain- 
ful dream, and find nothing changed about her. 

Antonio prescribed nothing for his patient, but he 
arranged her life for her hour by hour; so much for Walk- 
ing, driving, reading, drawing, and music — very little piano- 
forte playing, however, for it fatigued and heated her, — 
fresh air, short walks, beside the daily drive into the country, 
no theatres, no crowded places, no heated rooms, and if to 
G>urt she must go, let it be as seldom as possible. And yet, 
with all these restraints and prohibitions time did not hang 
heavy on Lucy's hands, nor did she ever complain of the 
monotony of her life; on the contrary, all her letters to her 
father had this bürden, that she was happy and comfortable, 
and Doctor Antonio the kindest and cleverest of doctors, 
and that Sir John was not to fret at not being able to join 
her so soon as they could both have wished. 

Antonio, just as he used to do invariably, came to see 
Lucy twice in the day, once in the morning — the physician's 
Visit, as she laughingly called it, and the other in the even- 
ing — the friend's visit« His thoughts seemed continually 
occupied about her, and his anxiety to comfort and amuse 
her was unceasing. He brought her views, engravings, his 
own Sketches of the beautiful environs which they were to 
Visit together some day, new books, both Italian and Eng- 
lish, the novels most in vogue, and the pamphlets on the 
interesting topics of the day. Of subjects to arouse the 
curiosity and fix the attention of one so interested in Italy 
asLucy, there was certainly no lack at that time. The late in- 
surrection of Milan and Venice, the entry of the Piedmontese 
anny into Lombardy, the chaoices of tiie war, the internal / 
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State of the country and of the different partieä, Pitis th( 
Ninthy Carlo Alberto, and the other leading men of the day, 
the Court of Naples, the King, and his Ministers, all and 
each, in tum, afforded scope for Antonio's quick observatioo, 
ingenious views, and graphic powers. Lucy had long ago 
leamed to value his even flow of spirits, his eamest feelii^) 
that happy combination of reason, sensibility, and humoor, 
which made his conversation so original, his society so 
cheering; but now he was laying bare to her all the treasures 
of his heart, initiating her into all the mysteries of this ardent 
soul, making her the depositary of his hopes, fears, and dis* 
appointments. 

He told her how, at the very moment he had fancied afl 
difficulties to the attainment of the object of his self-imposed 
mission removed, a split took place in the Cabinet, and the 
identical person on whom he depended left Office; and the 
ground Antonio believed gained had to be re-conquered. 
Discouraged, but persevering still, he had renewed bis 
efforts, when the news arrived that the Sicilian Parliamerf 
had deposed the King and set aside all of his race. Antonio 
would then have returned to his country, to share her fate^ 
had not the King himself urged him to remain; his Majesty 
professing, in spite of all that was actually taking place, the 
most liberal and conciliatory intentions towards the Sicilians. 
He would send them, some day, such terms as they them* 
selves would be astonished at, and Antonio should bethe 
bearer. But that day had never come. "I believe he wants 
to bribe me,'* remarked Antonio, "for he has morc than 
once hinted at his wish of having a pJiysician of tny meri 
permanently attached to his person. However, he cannot 
throw dust in my eyes. There is something crooked about 
him, — a squint in his looks and dealings; he has asleepy 
way of his own, with an occasional twinkle in his eye, that 
always reminds me of a cat lying in wait for a mouse. 1 am 
greatly mistaken if this man does not have all of us hangcd 
one of these days." 

Lucy would not listen to such predictions, and shut the 
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Doctor's mouth vcry cffectually, by laying her hand on his 
lips; she was ashamed to see how he gave way to such pre- 
judices. "Well, well/' he would smilingly answer; formore 
than once did Antonio recur to the suhject^—veäremo, If 
free in his remarks upon the King, Antonio never spared his 
own party, whenever he saw cause for blame. The Liberais 
of Naples he sometimes likened to the dog in the fable, who 
lost the meat by nmning after its shadow. 'Tor instance," 
Said he, ''the Constitution is not come into action, and they 
are already loud in requiring its enlargement; a Parliament 
has no existence as yet but on paper, and they are in füll cry 
against the House of Peers. They call on the King to send 
an anny into Lombardy to co-operate with the Piedmontese, 
and they hint in all their papers that he is at heart an 
Austrian. Who doubts that he is so? but where is the use 
of saying it? Is the upbraiding him with being an Austrian ^ 
likely to make him an Italian patriot?'' 

It was to this very point, that of inducing Ferdinand to 
take an active part in the war of Independence, that the new 
Ministry directed all their efTorts. It was in the hope of con- 
tributing also in söme measure to this desirable result, that 
Antonio still remained in Naples. Besides the furthering 
the cause of Italian independence, so dear to the Doctor's 
heart, another and not less precious advantage would be 
obtained by the step, — that of rendering for the present 
bostilities impossible between Naples and Sicily. Time, 
that great peace-maker, would heal many wounds, soften 
many excited feelings, and pave the way to some future 
honourable compromise. The reluctance of the King to part 
with even a minimum of the army was extreme. Nevertheless 
fhe feeling on the subject was so strong in the capital, the 
Ministers so earnestly averred the impossibility of carrying 
on any govemment without some gratification of this feel- 
ing, that the King submitted at length to the measure. A 
Corps of troops, fourteen thousand strong, was sent off to 
the seat of war, and a part of the fleet ordered to theAdriatic, 
Ig act in concert with theSardinian and Venetiannavalforces. 

22* 
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There was nothing after this to detain Antonio atNaples^ 
nothing but the sweet spell he was under, unless we add,— 
Destiny. The meeting of the Neapolitan Parliament was at 
hand. Might he not as well stay to be present at its open- 
ing, and judge for himself of its prevailing spirit» and of 
what it portended for the future? And he stayed. 

The legislative bodies were to assemble on the isthMay: 
previous to that the Cabinet published a programme of the 
ceremony which was to take place on that day. One of the 
articles of this programme said that the Deputies were to 
swear allegiance to the King and Constitution; but there 
was no mention of a clause inserted in the Manifesto of the 
3d April, — the declaration of the political principles of the 
Cabinet of that dato, — which conferred on the Electoral 
Chamber the right of modifying and enlarging the Con- 
stitution. This Omission appeared fraught with danger to 
niany of the Deputies, who assembled in the town-hall of 
Monte Oliveto, there to deliberate on the matter. We rcgrct 
to have to note so flagrant an illegality, so gross a Usurpation 
of power. The Chamber of Deputies not being yet legally 
constituted, the members had no right to assume the cha- 
racter or authority of a deliberative assembly. Well, the 
Deputies then met; the oath, as inserted in the official pro- 
gramme, was rejected, and negotiations were set on foot 
with the ministry for the purpose of finding a formula satis- 
factory to both parties. Deputations kept going up and 
down from the Chamber to the Ministry, from the Ministry 
to the Chamber. This happened on the I4th of May. The 
news of this conflict spread like wildfire over the city, and 
created a good deal of excitement. Suspicion and alann 
were predominant in people's minds. Some attempts at an 
open outbreak had even to be lamented. These ominous 
signs made both parties sensible of the urgency of a con- 
ciliation, and after many a negotiation and effort, an agrec- 
ment was entered into that Parliament should be opened 
without any oath being asked or taken. 

It was with a heavy step and downcast heart, that, earljr 
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in the morning of the following day, the i5tli of May, Antonio 
bent bis way to Lucy's lodgings. Lucy bad expressly wisbed 
bim to call betimes, and report to ber about the State of 
aifairs. She knew notbing of tbe bappy settling of the dif- 
ficulties, it baving only taken place far in tbe night. Tbe 
streets tbrougb which our Doctor bad to pass were crowded 
to an exten t very unusual at that early bour, and tbe looks 
■and bearing of tbe crowd were anytbing but agreeable. 
Knots of persons were forming bere and there,— an infallible 
Symptom of impending trouble, — and the Doctor noticed in- 
dividuals passing from group to group, and addressing them 
in whispers. It was clear that agitators (instigated by wbom?) 
were busily at work. In spite of tbe sad foreboding which 
filled bis heart, Antonio approached Lucy witb bis usual 
serene composure, and, in reply to ber eager inquiries, gave 
her tbe assurance that any cause for alarm bad disappeared, 
and that all was going on as well as could be wisbed. 

"And now," said Antonio, smiling, "we will let politics 
alone; I am tborougbly weary of tbe subject. Let us talk of 
cid times,— of our peaceful, verdant Bordigbera. I wish I 
was there still, I was so bappy there." 

"And so was I," replied Lucy, witb a deep blusb. "I 
must teil you,'^ she went on, after a little besitation, "that I 
have nevcr given up tbe idea of building myself a pretty 
cottage in one of its quiet nooks, and going to live there. 
Tbe woman can now realize tbe whim of the girl. Wbat do 
you say to the plan?" 

"A very good idea," said Antonio; "but are fou sure 
that you will not get tired of a life of retirement; that you 
will not some day regret your fine acquaintances, the ad- 
vantages of rank and wealth, the attractions of London, the 
Court—" 

"I don't care for rank and Court," interrupted Lucy, "so 
long as papa and — ^you are witb me." Antonio beganstroking 
an imaginarybeard, and then suddenlygot up and took some 
strides up and down the room. 

" We will speak of this presently," said he, retuming and 
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calmly resmmng his seat by her dde. ''Do you remember 
this day eight years agof 

''Do I not? I recollect it as if it were only yesterday. I 
could even draw you at that momenty when you said to me^ 
'NoWy Nfiss Davenne, suppose you were to try and walk;'^ 
and she tried to imitate his way of speaking. ''The very 
tone of your voice still rings in my ears." 

"Dear noble friend!" exdaimed Antonio; "never— no 
never was the least show of kindness on my part lost on you* 
I confess I was dreadfully afraid at that moment, and thea 
in Proportion happy/' 

"Yes, afraid of my being lame," said Lucy, "and happy 
that I was not so.'' Antonio looked at her with surprise. 

"Now, say it was not so, if you dare/' insisted Luqr» 
playfuUy. 

"I am not going to deny it, indeed, — so far I must render 
justice to your penetration.'' 

" Young ladies/' pursued Lucy, in the same sportive tonei 
"are not always either so blind or so silly as they choose to 
appear. I never was taken in with 'nothing but a sprained 
ankle;' papa was, but not his daughter. 1 knew fromthe 
first that my leg was broken." 

Antonio opened his eyes as wide as they would open. 

" What depths of dissimulation I discover in you," he said 
at last, laughing. "It seems now you took me in. You 
positively knew your leg was broken, and said nothing about 
it, even to me." 

"Nof' retumed Lucy; "I was resolved you should have 
the füll benefit of your kind deception. I allowed you to 
cheat me as much as you pleased." 

Antonio answered nothing, but took the small white band 
that was hanging over the arm of her chair, took it in bis, 
and slowly and deliberately raised it to his lips. 

The Sharp, distinct report of a volley of musketry, rcnt 
the still air, and made every window and door rattle. 

Antonio was on his feet in a moment, as pale as if every 
one of the bullets fired had gone through his heart. 
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<^ What can that heV asked Lucy, in mortal alarm. 

"Nothing of consequence/' said Antonio, with a mighty 
effort to look unconcerned. "Probably only some Govern- 
ment powder expended in salutingtheopeningof Parliament. 
By the by, I must not be too late." 

As he took his hat, another discharge was heard, almost 
instantly foUowed by a brisk running fire. 

"There is fighting going on, I am sure of it,'* cried Lucy, 
terrified, and shaking all over. "Do not go, for mercy's 
sake! What is the use of your going? What can one man 
do, and alone?" 

^'Satisfy his own conscience that he has done all in his 
power to prevent civil war," replied Antonio, with tranquil 
determination. "Let me go, I beseech you." 

"You shall not,*' cried Lucy, now quite beside herseif 
with terror, and interposing her slight form between him 
and the door. Antonio looked at her. 

"I must go" he said. It was as if Fate had spoken. Lucy 
feit at once unequal to struggle with that iron wilL She 
joined her hands like a child about to pray, looked up in his 
face, and said, "O Antonio!" There was a world of things 
in this simple appeal. 

The Italian drew her to him, pressed her closely to his 
bosom. "Lucy," said he, solemnly, "this is no moment for 
many words." (The firing never slackened while he spoke.) 
"Lucy, I love you— -I have loved you dearly all these long 
eight years — ^I shall love you to my grave. But my country 
has Claims on me prior to yours. These Claims I vowed 
more solemnly than ever to respect on that day, when pre- 
judice, armed with a pedigree, stood between you and me. 
On that day, I pledged myself anew to my country. Let me 
redeem that pledge— let me do my duty — help me to do it, 
Lucy! Lucy, my noble friend, help me to be worthy of you 
and myself. In the name of all that is holy, let me depart 
without a painful struggle!" 

The heroic spirit that dictated his self-immolation, in the 
sweetest moment of his life, shone out in his face and thrilled 
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^-.Nabtf bsan."' sbe snd, «säi a bnst of cntbosiasm, 
^ Sei : anc Odc be viäi ynx aiid ^uciic yon. I will try to 
be waru:y of you . ** and sbe Ippaemcil her hold of him. 

^Anc GoL bicB yon ior thrsr vonis!" cried Antonio^ 
ahnrw: mmiaiiD&d. r'nffijpTng ber hmds and holding tfaem to 
bs bsan. ^ Goc bjcss yoc * — yonr lore shall be my budder!'' 
Sr szymr bc izüi bsr an a saxa. and wbispercd, '^You sball 
siinL 5S£ ms a£:B2r. cc bear £mn mc;.'' He stood for i 
sscond tr ioak ac nie nov deiected prostxate foim before 
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ccn-r ¥*ard. 
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y:^=rladr,'"besa5d; '^sbeisnotveül. Sbonld she fed worse, 
sei-d for ibe pbyädas irbose name and address I have jost 
^.rtz, y: .:.~ 

-Ar* y:-- rriz^ airaT, sir?" askcd Hutchins, in rightof 
Iät ": . - ■ -' r, a: cnce =iicrstandiag thc reason of her lady- 
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^No. no: going airay ezactly; but I may be prevented 
from comirg here for some time. See after Lady Cleverton. 
Good-bye, H-Jtchins;" and Antonio held out bis band to the 
faithful waiting-woman. Hutchins* face began to twitch 
nenously, but, in obedience to bis Orders, she went to her 
mistress. Then Antonio, seating himself at the little work- 
table, hastily wrote a short letter, sealed and addressed it, 
and, without venturing a glance at the dosed door, he put 
on his hat, and was gone. 

During this time, hundreds of people, in a State of dis- 
traction, were running through the streets, detachments of 
soldiers were marching in every direction, the city was 
covcrcd, as if by magic, with barricadcs, fightmg was going 
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to at many of them. In short, civil war, with all its horrors, 
«ras raging in beautiful Naples. Whose sacrilegious band 
bad kindled the torch of discordf Which side had fired the 
first shotf The Republican, obstinately bent on destroying 
the monarchy, as afterwards affirmed by the Court party ? or 
the Court party, which, as pleaded by the Liberais, had in 
cold blood laid the train, trusting to a chance spark igniting 
[t, and scattering to the four winds of heaven the liberties 
just snatched from despotism's iron grasp? No one knew 
then, and to this day it remains a secret* 

Contemporaneous events are scarcely ever traceable to 
their sources, obscured as they are by contemporaneous 
passions. That the Republicans should deliberately have 
challenged the Government seems scarcely credible in the 
teeth of a fact, allowed by all impartial writers, and avouched 
for byeye-witnesses,viz.,the insignificance of theRepublican 
party, if, indeed, any such were to be found in Naples in 1848. 
The cry of "Republic" never passed the Ups of the com- 
batants, and no acknowledged Republican character ever 
figured among the many prisoners afterwards brought to 
trial on political charges. If the adage, '^he did who gained 
by it/' proved always true, it would go far to back the ac- 
cusation against the executive power, that of having courted 
a coUision of which it took such advantage and made such 
profit. But it is not our intention to urge any conjectural 
evidence, and we will give the executive the füll benefit of 
the absence of direct, substantial, irrefutable proof. We 
would fain be just even to King Ferdinand the Second of 
Naples« There were reasons enough for the catastrophe of 
the I5th May without its being necessary to assume that it 
was prepared or premeditated on either side« 

A political paper of the day styled it, as justly as com- 
prebensively, the loss of equilibrium between two fears, (lo 
tquiUbrio di due paure,) and this was literally the case. Ever 
since the 29th January the supporters of divine right and the 
Partisans of constitutional freedom had eyed each other with 
undisguised feelings of hatred and distrust« The people had 
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not forgotten that shots and thrusts of the bayonet had more 
than once answered their cries of ^^Viva Pio Nono! Vwa la 
Ri forma r The King had as little forgotten that the G>ii- 
stitution had been wrested from him by force; he, for ever 
on the qui vive for his menaced prerogatives, they equally on 
the alert for their liberties in jeopardy. The ill-timed 
encyclical letter of the 29th April , the fatal act by which 
Pius the Ninth inaugurated his secession from the national 
movement, was a powerful wedge in widening the breach. 
The one party hailed it with elation and revived hope, the 
other openly manifested their resentment at the letter itself, 
and at the hopes it encouraged. Things were at this pass 
when there occurred the unlucky misunderstanding between 
the Executive and the Deputies as to the form of oadu 
Here, then, we have the spark that feil on the combustible 
materials so long gathering. The attitude taken by the 
Deputies seemed to the Executive the harbinger of revolu- 
tions; the demeanour of the Executive appeared to the 
Deputies to denote an impending coup d*hai, Without 
taking into account the lawless passions, always aboimdiDg 
in large communities, and which float on the surface in times 
"that are out of Joint," there was no lack of ardent spirits 
on either side to fan the smouldering fire into a blaze. The 
conflagration spread far and wide, until the whole city was 
one flame. 

"What is the matter?" asked Antonio, when he reachcd 
the Street, of a priest who was hurrying past, 

"The King is arrested, — the Heir-apparent shut up ina 
convent,— the Chamber of Deputies has declared itself in 
permanence." 

A young man now came rushing along with frantic gesti- 
culations. Antonio stopped him also with the same query. 

"AU the Deputies assembied have been massacred,— 
those on their way to the House are being hunted down like 
wild beasts,— martial law is proclaimed. Oh! that I could 
but find a musketi" cried the maddened youth. 

Our Doctor believed neither Statement, but dreaded the 
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worst from both. He crossed the Piazza Reale y where he 
found an imposing force of infantry, cavalry, and artillery, 
drawn up in front of the palace, and hastened on in the 
direction of the firing; but he had not gone a hundred Steps 
in Via Toledo when his progress was impeded by a barri- 
cade, which was erecting. He did not stop to ask questions, 
but forced his way over the obstruction, and ran as fast as 
he could to another barricade that he had descried from a 
distance, and from whence came the continuous sound of 
firing. The majority of its defendants evidently belonged 
to the educated class; they were mostly very young men, 
many scarcely beyond boyhood, and altogether not more 
than forty in number, The assailants, owing to the height 
of the barricade 9 could not be seen from where Antonio 
stood, but the well-kept up regulär fire shewed that it pro- 
ceeded from a disciplined body of considerable strength. 

Antonio hesitated for one second as to the possibility of 
any words of his being listened to, but seeing the utter hope- 
lessnesSy under the circumstances, of any attempt at con- 
dliation, he looked around in search of a musket. The sight 
of a man lying at his feet, seriously wounded,instantaneously 
dianged the current of his thoughts. There were other and 
mor^ sacred duties for him to perform than killing or being 
killed. He knelt down by the side of what was a mere lad, 
drew out his case of instruments, and set about examining 
and dressing the wound. Another and another of the com- 
batants rolied on the ground, some past all earthly help. 
Antonio was now in his element. He stripped off his coat, 
tore it into bandages, and, entirely absorbed by his attend- 
ince on the wounded and dying, forgot there were such 
things as buUets hailing round him« A loud shout from the 
defenders of the barricade caused him to look up at last; 
there they stood facing him, waving their hands and 
gesticulating. He tumed his head to see what they were 
pointing at. A thrust from a bayonet sent him over weiter- 
ing in his blood« 
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CHAPTER XXIV. 



Lucios distraction during the ütal affiray, the sidceoli^ 
altemanons of hope and despair through which she had to 
pass during each day of the seemingly endless week tbat 
followed the catastrophe,— the gradual sinking of her heart 
at failare after £aulure of every fresh attempt to ascertun 
Antonio's fate^^all this we must leave to the readei's 
imagioation. To describe such a State would be a too heart« 
rending task, and one to no purpose. Who can paint to the 
life agonies of suspenso and terror such as hersf Words— 
any words must fall short of the sad reality. While thers 
was anything to do,— while there were fresh Channels of In- 
formation to be sought after,— while there was any call for 
exertion, Lucy's body and spirit kept up wonderfully« But 
when all sources within her reach were dried up,— when 
every inquiry, and every possible research, had been madei 
— when nothing remained for her but to cross her hands 
over her bosom and say to herseif, "Antonio is dead, eise 
had I seen or heard of him," — tben the fragile frame and 
enthusiastic spirit alike gave way. Even in this crisis, the 
lost Antonio's care and love were around Lucy*s sick-bed. 
Hutchins, left to her own responsibility, at once sent for the 
physician whose address Antonio had left with her, and 
whose assiduity and skill proved him worthy of Antonio's 
confidence. 

For tcn whole days Xucy*s life and reason hung on a 
thread. Then there came an almost imperceptible ameliora- 
tion, and with it some intervals of consciousness, during 
which Lucy fancied she saw a form moving noiselessly about 
the room strangely resembling Speranza. Of course it was 
not she. How could it be Speranza? It must be fancy. Lucy 
had seen so many stränge things and persons during these 
last days. Still this vision did not leave her as the others 
had done -it haunted her with a pertinacity that made her 
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heart beat very fast She said nothing, but watched it with 
evident pleasure. She came to see it without any wonder- 
ing. Perhaps she imagined she was still at the Osteria with 
her father, or at the Post-house at Mentone. The occasional 
£unt murmur of names on the pale lips, indicated some 
delusion of the kind. Poor Lucy! her head was so confused 
and her sight so dim. 

Late one night she awoke after some hours of refreshing 
sleep, with her ideas unusually clear, and, meeting two large 
black eyes watching her fondly, as in days of yore, she sud- 
denly asked in a whisper, — '^Is that you, Speranza?" 

**God bless you, my dear, dear mistress, it is your own 
Speranza,'' and down went the loving creature on her knees, 
pressing her lips on the emaciated hand held out to her; 
''here I am, and here I stay, never again to leave you. But 
you must not talk, not even one word more,'' and, arranging 
the pillows, the kind creature gently tumed the pale face 
away from herseif. Lucy silently complied with the in- 
junction; she did not want any explanation; she was soothed 
and calmed by having her humble Italian friend by her 
tide. Oh, glorious power of affection, blessing and blessedl 

But by what mysterious agency had Speranza come to 

be by Lucy's sick-bed just when she was most needed? By 

a most simple and natural one. Speranza was the last 

legacy of kindness Antonio had it in his power to leave 

Lucy« So thoroughly did he understand her, that he in- 

stinctively knew what would best comfort her should any 

evil befall him. In such an event, would it not be Lucy's 

consolation to have some one to whom she could talk of 

him, and be sure of sympathyf So he wrote those hasty 

lines to Battista's wife, in which he told her, that unless she 

heard from him again within the course of a week after 

receiving his letter, she was to embark immediately for 

Naples, and go to the hotel he named in his date, where 

sbe would find Lady Cleverton. Speranza acted up literally 

to the Instructions received, and reached Naples just in 

tiroe to take her place, as a tender and affectionate 
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nurse, by the bedäde of her onconscious mistress. Those 
who sow in kindness reap also in kindness. 

Lucy's convalescence was long and difficult It was fuU 

three weeks before she could sit up in bed, and a month 

more went by ere she was able to rise for an hour; and 

double that time was required to gain strength oiough to 

bear a drive in the open air. The first going out hadahnost 

produced a relapse,— the sight of the streets, of the military, 

of smiling women leaning on the anns of friends or hus- 

bands, while she feit so desolate and bereaved, — was a trial 

very hard to bear. Many remarked that ghasüy face peer- 

ing so eagerly into every passing coach. What foolish hope 

could hers bef Now, indeed, it became evident how wdl 

Antonio had done in summoning Speranza to Naples« Who 

eise could have understood or soothed Lucy at this timef 

Starting out of long fits of silence, Lucy wpuld sometimes 

talk by the hour of Antonio. Speranza Imew, if no one eise 

didy how good, how kind, how noble he had been. Sperana 

could understand what a friend Lucy had lost. Struggie 

against her grief ! Why should she? Where should she 

cver find his like again? Who had ever been to her what 

he had been? She had a right, and ought to moum for 

him. Had he not saved her life? Had he not thought of 

her and her comfort to the last? At other times she would 

go back to her accident, and begin relating all that passed 

at the Osteria, at Lampedusa^ at Taggia, laughing asshe 

talked — a laugh more painful than weeping — and secming 

to have quite forgotten the awful i5th of May, until some 

Chance word silenced her, and made the large tears spring 

from her eyes. They were not like common tears, swell- 

ing and overflowing; Lucy's really started from out of the 

eyelid. 

Lucy always spoke of Antonio as of one who was no 
more,— occasionally alluding, bat faintly and vaguely, as if 
she could not articulate the necessary words, to finding 
where he had been buried. But Speranza would in no way 
agree to considering Antonio's death as certain, No Doctoi 
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of Laws could have argued the case more dexterously than 
this uneducated woman. Her tact, her acuteness, were 
admirable in themselvei, but they were adorable when one 
knew that all this intelligence was the offspring of a grate- 
fulheart. 

Taking tlw worst for granted, would Speranza say, and 
that Doctor Antonio had not made his escape, as such a 
clever man would be sure to do, why was he not as likely to 
be ä prisoner as dead? Had not ^'her cara, eara padrona^ 
read in the newspaper that hundreds of persons had been 
arrested on and after that dreadful i5th May; and where 
was the wonder if, among such numbers of persons, the 
name of one should not yet have been found? It was all 
for the best; for, if he was not mentioned, the greater the 
Chance of his getting out of prison without being tried. 
Some day er other "the padrona" would see that Speranza 
was right. Doctor Antonio was not the sort of man to be 
lost in that ridiculous way« The Signora knew very well 
that he was one of the King's friends, and some day the 
King would ask what had become of him, and then all the 
prisons would be searched, and he would be found. 

"If he were alive, he would have contrived some way of 
letting me know/' persisted Lucy. 

"But, Signora, how can he find messengers if he is in 
prison, with chains on his hands and feet? But give him 
timc,*' concluded Speranza, with a most competent air; 
"and oh, cara, cara Signora Padrona, don't you belle ve that 
the Holy Virgin will take care of such a good, good man? 
We must have faith." And Speranza's hint was taken by 
Lucy. She prayed, poor soul, and tried hard to bear up. 

Misery acquaints a man with stränge bed-fellows. It 
does more; — it often acquaints him with unexpected friends. 

Lady Cleverton had bethought her, that, throughMr.X , 

the young attach6, she had some slight Chance of getting at 
Information as to any newly-made political prisoners, or 
some retum of the killed, — and with small expectation ojf 
any good result^-r-for she looked with unfavourable eyes on 
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her soi'dtsant cousin, she sent for him on the mönung of the 

lyth of May. Mr. X was shocked at the havoc m her 

appearance; and the kmdly tone of his voice in addressiog 
her, led her, instead of making a ceremonious request, to 
rush into confidence. She told hhn of the obligations she 
was under personally to Doctor Antonio, — of how mach Sir 
John also esteemed him. She drew a beautiful little pictore 
of his Hfe as parish doctor of Bordighera, and of how she 
had met him again at Court, with the King leaning on his 
arm. She related, with simple pathos, how he had left her 
on the I5th, not in the fury of party spirit, but to riskhis 
life in striving to prevent brother slaying brother, and, 
without knowing it, betrayed that she thought this Italian 
the best, and wisest, and noblest of men. She had requested 

Mr. X to come to her, that she might ask bis assistance 

in tracing out Antonio's fate. She had no other friendin 
Naples on whom to rely. — Would he help her? 

It is a fact honourable to human nature, that this appeal 
sufficed to make the foppish young man espouse Doctor 
Antonio's cause as warmly as though it had been that of 
his own brother; and that he proved to our heroine, through- 
out this sad period of her history, the most disinterested, 
discreet, and serviceable of friends. There was in the 
young gentleman's heart, amidst much conventional alloy 
surrounding it, a golden mine, which only needed a chance 

touch to give to view its rieh ore. Mr. X had worked 

hard, but vainly, to get some clue to Antonio's fate. He 
had used every official, and extra official means, which his 
Position afforded him, or the kind hints of his chief pointed 
out. He had forced all his high and low Neapolitan 
acquaintances to contribute , knowingly or unknowingly, to 
his purpose ; he had made friends with army officers, police 
officers, employes of every Station and colour, — and one and 
all with a cleverness, perseverance, and prudence, that was 
never once at fault. He had also, during Lucy^s long ill- 
ness, kept up an almost daily correspondence with Sir 
John with much diplomatic skill, in order to tranquillize the 
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old man, whose joumey to Naples was, by his Doctor's 
Orders, indefinitely postponed. 

Late events had much conquered the young gentleman's 
antipathy for those he had once sneeringly called the 
^Awocati^ and, more wonderful still > transferred a great 
portion of it to the party which had formerly engrossed the 
whole of his sympathy. As Chance would have it, the out- 
break of the I5th May had caught and forcibly detained 

Mr. X at a house close to the barricade of St. Ferdinand, 

the spot at which the most desperate struggle of the day 
had occurred. Here he had witnessed the savage acts com- 
mitted by the soldiery; he had seen men who had laid 
down their arms, and were crying for quarter, shot by the 
score— he had seen fathers, mothers, wives, and children, 
on their knees, pitilessly butchered — he had seen brutal 
cnielty that made his hair stand on end. All of generous 
and manly in his nature rose up in arms at the spectacle, 
and nothing but the certainty that such execrable conduct 
would meet with exemplary punishment kept his Indigna- 
tion within bounds. But when he saw, by the official 
Gazette, the perpetrators of these horrors praised and re- 
warded, when he had it from unimpeachable authority, that 
the King in person, from the lobby of the Royal Palace, had 
never ceased, by word and gesture, to instigate the troops 
to the slaughter, urging the artillery below, whom humane 
and excellent officers were seeking to restrain, to use their 
field-pieces—when he heard and saw all this, his whole soul 
revolted from the party who had so lately monopolized his 
partiality. A cause thus defended was not the cause he had 
upheld. 

Six months had elapsed, and poor Speranza was at her 
wit's end how to inspire with new hopes (hopes, alas! that 
she no longer feit herseif) her unhappy mistress, whose 
gloom deepened more and more, when a few lines in an 
unknown band suddenly changed this gloom into unspeak- 
able joy. A letter had been left at Lady Cleverton's door, 
tbe Contents of which were as follows:~^^Your friend is 

Doctor Antonio, 23 
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alive, but a pnsoner. If you have any persoh, of whose 
fidelity you are sure— mind I say sure — send him to me for 
further particulars. He will find me, the day after to- 
morrow, at dusk, at the entrance from Rome by the barrier 
Capo di Chino. Let him hold a white handkerdüef in his 
hand. Not even the air you breathe must suspect that thcrc 
is any communication between you and me. It is only bf 
strictly observing this precaution that you have a chance of 
being of any use to your friend in the future. My evciy 
Step and act is watched by the police.*' 

He was alive I— Oh, God be thanked, he was alive! Whal 
mattered it that he was a prisoner? — he was alive! She 
would force open his prison doors— she had interest and 
influence— she would write to England,— the ministers there 
would do something for Lord Clevcrton's widow— she wotdd 
so pray and entreat, no one would have the heart to idase 
her; her father, too, had powerful friends — he would get 
the English Government to interfere. Yes, she would find 
a way to wrench Antonio from the tyranl^s grasp. AlasI 
poor, warm-hearted Lucy! 

Her faithful ally, the attache, went, at her request, to the 
place of rendezvous, and found an elderly gentleman wait- 
ing there, who began by telling him what we already know, 
that a party of soldiers had surprised from behind, and 
placed between two fires, the barricade where Antonio was 
attending to the wounded. The gentleman went on to say 
how the soldiers gave no quarter, and how Antonio, felled 
by a thrust of the bayonet, owed his life to the presence of 
mind with which he had counterfeited death. The corpses, 
and among them the Doctor, had been thrown in a heap 
into a cart, and then conveyed to a guard-house dose by, to 
be kept there tili evening. So infuriated were the soldiery 
that Antonio had had no choice but to continue his feint of 
death, and it was only when, late in the night, he was being 
carried with the dead to the burial-ground, that he had no 
other alternative but to show some signs of life. Part of 
the escort were for qualifying him at once for the destina- 
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6n at tnany of them, in short, civil war, with all its horrors, 
Was raging in beautiful Naples. Whose sacrilegious band 
had kindled the torch of discord f Which side had fired the 
first shot? The Republican, obstinately bent on destroying 
the monarchy, as afterwards affirmed by the Court party f or 
the Court party, which, as pleaded by the Liberais, had in 
cold blood laid the train, trusting to a chance spark igniting 
it, and scattering to the four winds of heaven the liberties 
just snatched from despotism's iron graspf No one knew 
then, and to this day it remains a secret* 

Contemporaneous events are scarcely ever traceable to 
their sources, obscured as they are by contemporaneous 
passions. That the Republicans should deliberately have 
challenged the Government seems scarcely credible in the 
teeth of a fact, allowed by all impartial writers, and avouched 
for byeye-witnesses,viz.,the insignificance of theRepublican 
party, if, indeed, any such were to be found in Naples in 1848. 
The cry of *^Republic" never passed the Ups of the com- 
batants, and no acknowledged Republican character ever 
figured among the many prisoners afterwards brought to 
trial on political charges. If the adage, *'he did who gained 
by it/' proved always true, it would go far to back the ac- 
cusation against the executive power, that of having courted 
a coUision of which it took such advantage and made such 
profit. But it is not our Intention to urge any conjectural 
evidence, and we will give the executive the fuU benefit of 
the absence of direct, substantial, irrefutable proof. We 
would fain be just even to King Ferdinand the Second of 
Naples« There were reasons enough for the catastrophe of 
the I5th May without its being necessary to assume that it 
was prepared or premeditated on either side. 

A political paper of the day styled it, as justly as com- 
prchensively, the loss of equilibrium between two fears, (lo 
sqidäbrio äi due paure,) and this was literally the case. Ever 
since the 29th January the supporters of divine right and the 
Partisans of constitutional freedom had eyed each other with 
undisguised feelings of hatred and distrust« The people had 
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judge and prisoner lasted four füll months, but at last 
Antonio carried his point. A counsel was assigned to him, 
one and the same with the writer of the anonymous letter to 
Lady Cleverton , and the person now giving these details to 
the attach6. Antonio had been fortunate, for this lawyer, 
though timid by nature, and rendered more so by thediffi- 
culty of the times and the pressure of a large family, was 
yet an honest, liberal man, and with a sense of his profes- 
sional duty high enough to postpone to the interest and 
safety of a dient all personal considerations. 

The attach6, as it had been agreed upon betweenhfan 
and Lady Cleverton, alluded to a possibility of obtaining 
foreign diplomatic interference, and hinted also, that no sum 
of money would be thought too great if an escape could be 
brought about. "Beware of trying anythmg of the sort," 
whispered the barrister, in great alarm. **An attemptat 
flight would infallibly fall, and only serve to aggravate tlie 
Situation of your friend, dangerous enough already, I assure 
you. You would easily find jailers or understrappers of the 
prison to accept your bribe, who, within half an hour, would 
have denounced the briber to the police. No such thing, for 
God's sake! You have no idea of the corruption which 
prevails in this unhappy country. The noisome, filthy dcns 
that serve for prisons are infected by a set of fiends in human 
shape, the outscourings of jails, who pride themselves in 
being spies and traitors. As for diplomatic interference, 
unless backed by broadsides from your ships, worse than 
useless, as it would only heighten animosity, by making the 
prisoner a disputed prey. We have but one safe auxiliary 
— time. Time will mature events, and these may forcca 
change in the policy of this country. Much depends on the 
issue of the new campaign said to be at band between 
Sardinia and Austria,— much on the attitude of England and 
France. A considerable period will elapse before the trial 
of your friend and his co-accused can take place. The 
Istruzione, by which I mean the preliminary proceedings on 
the affair of the i5th of May, is scarcely begun^ and bids fait 
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bot to be soon terminated. In the meantime we liave the 
diances of life for us; what is uppermost to*day may not be 
so to-morrowy and something may occur to put an end to all 
State prosecutions. At all events, by patience we shall 
gain one point^ that passions which, at this moment, are 
boiling, will be cooled down. My best advice to you and 
Lady Cleverton , and to all who wish well to Dr. Antonio, is 
to keep quiet, and to wear a mask of indifTcrence. I hear 
that many of the English have left off going to the Court 
since the fatal I5th of May. You must not do the same. Let 
none suspect your disapprobation of the Government. Go 
to Court, frequent all official circles, hear the prisoners 
abused and calumniated without so much as wincing. See 
and listen to all that is going on. You may thus be able to 
give me some useful Information. This is the only way in 
which, at present, you can serve your friend. On my part 
nothing shall be wanting, and I shall let you hear of any 
circumstance worthy your attention." 

The account brought back by the attachd of this interview 
was a great damp toLucy's elation. The dictatesof prudence 
and experience jarred too much with her feverish impatience 
to have Antonio free, and the man who could preach about 
time and patience, while a dear friend was in prison under a 
capital Charge, could not but be taxed with lukewarmness. 
She took the advice, however, about appearing at Court and 
mixing in society. When thus enabled to judge for herseif 
•of the general tone of feeling towards the unhappy prisoners, 
-*when she daily heard men of honour and education reviled 
as assassins, — when she daily heard it more than hinted that 
it was high time to have done, once for all, with such canaüle, 
— when the representative of a great power, sounded on the 
sobject, answered, that, having no influence whatever on the 
resolutions of the Neapolitan Cabinet, he could not make a 
demand, which, in all probability, would be unheeded, — 
when Lucy became aware of all this, then, and then alone, 
she was willing to admit the wisdom of the man who had 
recommended patience and reliance on the action of time« 
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Not long after there came new tidings to tfaeattaCh^ thQ 
essence of which was this: — A paper in Antonio's hand<« 
writing had been seized at the house of a co-accused,'the 
memorial we saw him write at Palermo ^ — ^and in which he 
had Said ** that the bour had come for all the honest friends 
of liberty and independence to unite and form a holy 
phalanx.'' The Doctor had been accordingly examined, and» 
from the tenor of the queries put to him, it seemed but too 
probable that an accusation would be levelled at him, as 
being one of the founders of that secret sect whose pre* 
paratory process was in actual progress. 

The nextcommunication received from Antonio's counseii 
and the last which we think necessary to record, was merely 
to confirm the preceding supposition. Antonio was to be 
prosecuted as one of the originators of the Secret Society of 
the Italian Unity. The epoch of the trial would depend 
much on the turn of political afiairs in Italy and abroad. 

Time went on, and did mature events^ — ^none, alasl 
calculated to better the prospects of political prisoners any- 
where. The defeat of the Piedmontese at Novara, the sub- 
jugation of Sicily , effected by a Neapolitan army, the resto- 
ration of Pius the Ninth to despotism and the Vatican by 
French bayonets, the occupation of the Roman Legations 
and Tuscany by the Austrians, and, lastly, the fall of heroic 
Venice, are the salient points of the Iliad of evils which the 
Space of a few months had heaped on the unfortunate Penin- 
sula. Reaction rode rampant everywhere but in Piedmont. 
That country was, indeed, a bright exception; there the 
y loyal ty and good sense of the young sovereign, and the 
^ loyalty and good sense of the people, had succeeded in 
maintaining public liberty and private security. For Naples 
we have the reverse of the medal. There the hour had 
come for the Government to reap the harvest of the Woody 
seed sown on the isth of May. 
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CHAPTER XXV. 

Va Victis. 

Beautiful Parthenope looks coquettishiy at herseif in 
her lovely bay, pure as crystaL The sun pours down on the 
city luminous torrents^ that carry light and heat into the 
iremotest recesses; an unceasing human tide roUs over the 
sunny quays and lava-paved streets, in hot pursuit of busi- 
nesSy amusement, and pleasure. Everything is bright, 
everybody smiling, as though Liberty had not been bled to 
death but yesterday^as though the Constitutional Parlia- 
ment had not been sent to hold its sittings in State prisons, 
— as though 9 at that very moment, Procurator- General 
Angelillo was not asking for two-and-forty headsl 

Only forty- two to begin withl The rest will come in 
course of time. The scales of Neapolitan Themis run no 
danger of becoming rusty for lack of use. No one need be 
uneasy on that score. The number of the imprisoned, for 
political ofienceSy in the happy kingdom of the Two Sicilies, 
in this year of grace 1850, is said, on good authority,*^ to be 
somewhere between fifteen and tiiirty thousand. Assuming 
the lowest number as the one nearest to probability,— as- 
suming, that out of these fifteen thousand, two-thirds will be 
disposed of in a summary paternal way, (economico , they 
style it most elegantly,) — that is, without any form of trial 
whatever, there remains a balance of five thousand human 
beings amenable to justice;— enough, it must be allowed, 
to affbrd occupation and sport to all the High Courts and 
lower Courts of the kingdom, and to the habitual frequenters 
pf all those Courts, for some years to come. There are, 
among others, from four to five hundred individuals im- 
prisoned for the afFair of the i5th of May alone, which pro- 
mises a monster batch. 

The one with which we have at present to do is more re- 
xnarkable for the great variety of the social elements of which 

:* Gladstone. Two Letters, &c. 
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it is composed, than for its number. All stations, from fhe 
lofdest to the humblest calling, have contributed their con- 
ÜDgent to the formation of this group. We count among the 
accused an ez-Secretary for the Home Department, an ex- 
Magistrate, an ez-Chief of Division in the Ministry of Pd)lic 
Instruction^ — all three of them Deputies; two former Cap* 
tains in the anny, the representative of a ducal family, two 
private gentlemen of education and fortune, oneof whom has 
dedined adiplomatic post; several barristersand physicians, 
four priests, an arch-priest, and simdry small tradesmen, 
shopkeepers, and artisans; a former gendarme, a porter, 
and a domestic servant. They all stand charged with be- 
long^ing to an anarchical secret society, some of them süb- 
sidiarily with having fought at the barricades in May 1848," 
an excellent precaution for detaining them for another trial^ 
in case of their being acquitted in this one« A particular 
Charge is brought against a few of having attempted to de- 
stroy the existing Ministers, and other persons, by means of 
terhble explosive agents, — ^a Single bottle, whidi has ex« 
ploded in the breast-pocket of one of the accused, withont 
injury to himself or any one eise. A blacker set of villains 
ncver disgraced the dock of a Court, if we are to believe Pro- 
curator Angelillo. A more wronged, more ill-used party of 
honourable Citizens, never cried to Heaven for vengeance, if 
precedents and presumptive evidence go for anything in this 
World. Is it among man of such public and private charactcr 
as Carlo Poerio, Settembrini, and Pironti, — among such 
historical names as that of Carafa, — or among such gentle- 
men of education and fortuneasNisco, Gualtieri, Braico, &c., 
— such dignitaries of the Church as the arch-priest Miele, 
that anarchy recruits its supporters, and crime its abettors? 
What would yousay, OEnglish reader, to a Charge of treason 
brought against some of your most eminent and respected 
statesmen, leading Members of your Houses of Parliament, 
— judges, nobles, churchmen, and gentlemen? Well, the 
men whose names I have just written down, and whom you 
see introduced into this gloomy hall of the Palace of tlic 
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Vicaria, manacled and escotted by gendarmes, these men 
stand as high in the social scale of their country^ rank as 
high as to character and position, as any of your English 
statesmen, Members of Parliament, magistrates, nobles, and 
gentry. 

This is the famous State prosecution of the sect of the 
Itaüan Unity, which wrung from a noble-souled English 
stateman a cry of Indignation soon re-echoed by all Europa. 
The Court that sits is the Grand Criminal Court of Justice, 
the highest tribunal in the kingdom. It sits not as an or- 
dinary, but as a special Court, with a view to despatch— by 
which is meant, that any of the forms, invaluable for the 
defence, may be dispensed with at the pleasure of its Pre- 
sident, Navarro, — "the delicate, scrupulous, impartial, and 
generous Navarro/'* The lugubrious drama is about to 
hegin. The scanty space allotted to the public is crowded, 
and so is the hemicycle, reserved for privileged spectators, 
among whom we perceive a closely-veiled lady. The Judges 
are in their seats ; in front of them, on a raised platform, sit 
the accused« They look pale and worn. The place they have 
been brought from, truth to say, is none of the healthiest, 
-especially at this time of the year, in Naples, the month of 
June« No less than one thousand three hundred and eighty 
human beings are cooped up, one upon another, without air 
or iight, aniidst beastly filth, in the contiguous prison of the 
Vicaria, where our forty-two are confined. We must also 
,take into account a previous detention, for none less than 
ten months, — for many much longer, — which they have 
ahready undergone. Nor must we forget the proper degree 
of wholesome discipline applied to body and mind, with 
which imprisonment on a political Charge is invariably 
seasoned at Naples, — a double treatment, for the praise- 
worthy purpose of eliciting truth, whereof we may hear 
enough by and by for our edification. Evil*minded people 
might call it "torture,'' but torture is abolished, we know, — 
at any rate the name is. No wonder, then, if the accused 

* Gladstone. 
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look wom and siddy. But if the flesh be ibfiim, the spirit 
that dwells within is füll of strength and energy;~at least 
the air of quiet determination about them — the quiet detor* 
mination of a garrison who are aware they bave no quarter 
to expect, and prepare to seil their lives dearly—would seem 
to intimate as much. 

On the names of the prisoners being called over, one of 
them, Margherita, (a custom-house officer,) rises to retract 
his fonner dedaration, extorted, he says, through physical 
and moral coercion, and suggested by the Judge Inquisiton 
himself. Another, Pittera, (a writing-master,) declares, that 
when taken out of a criminaU (an Underground cell, almost 
or whoUy without light) to be exaniined in the Castello (ddP 
Uovo,) he was, in consequence of constant privations and 
repeated menaces, overcome by mental stupon A third, 
Antonietti, (a custom-house agent,) foUows, saying tha^ 
when interrogated, he was so exhausted in mind and body 
he would willingly have signed his own sentence of death. 
If any wish to know more distinctly what kind of pressure it 
was that could thus unnerve and unman far from sensitive 
weakly persons, Pironti, and many besides him, will teil us 
the particulars. Pironti, a late deputy and magistrate, re- 
lates having been in solitary confinement in a dungeon, 
where he had to lie on the naked ground, amid every sort of 
vermin, for forty-two days. His hair and beard, by special 
Orders, were shaved by a galley-slave. He then underwent 
an insidious examination from the commandant of the Castle^ 
who tried first threats, then wheedling, promising him the 
royal clemency, to induce him to make revelations, i. e., turn 
king's evidence. De Simone, a perfumer, was threatened 
with two hundred blowsof sticks, soaked in water. Faucitano 
(a contract-builder, he of the explosive-bottle) was dragged 
to thePrefecture of Police by twenty Swiss guards, six police- 
inspectors, and twelve shirri^ who beat him, spat on him, 
tore his clothes, hair, and beard. He was kept for two hours 
at the police-office bound with wet ropes, then conducted 
to the Castle, thrust down into a dark, damp criminale, with- 
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out even a handful of ^traw to lie on, and detained there for 
nine days with no food but musty bread, no drink but fetid 
waten His first deposition was forced from him by the 
alternative of receiving two hundred blows. Muro (a servant) 
was kept for five days in complete darkness, and when on 
his way to be examined, a lieutenant in the army, who knew 
him, told him, as if out of compassion, that unless he put 
his name to whatever the Commissary desired him to sign, 
he would be ruined for life. On being asked how it happens 
that he now maintains that he does not know Pironti, after 
having, when first confronted with that gentleman, at first 
recognised his person, Muro replies that the Commissary had 
told him beforehand to lay his finger on the one of the four 
individuals standing in a row who had no moustache; and 
he had obeyed. Sersale, a merchant, underwent such pro- 
longed fasting, that his healthisincurably undermined.— (The 
voice of the prisoner is faint, and he can scarcely stand.) 
His wife was kept in prison for five days on bread and water, 
in Order to frighten her into deposing to the truth of the 
Charge against him. Cocozza, a solicitor, signed his inter- 
rogatory without reading it over, — that being the condition 
of his release from a horrible criminale, The Commissary 
reqiiired him to depose to Nisco (one of his co-accused) 
being the cashier of the sect of the Italian Unity. Caprio, a 
carpenter, was urged by the Commissary, in the presence 
of the head jailer, and of the tumkey, Carmine Bisogni, to 
denoimce Nisco, and to declare on oath that he (Caprio) had 
received from that gentleman six thousand ducats, for the 
purpose of bribing the troops, and was promised his liberty 
if he did so. Errichiello, the master of a caf6, had been 
offered an employment worth twelve ducats a month, if he 
would second the views of the Commissary« Dono, achemist, 
was not once ezanüned during the ten months of his in- 
carceration. 

Carafa, of the Dukes d'Andria, rises to teil a sad tale« 
When first arrested, his mother was seriously ill. From 
that time he had received no news of her« He had even 
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been given to understand that all his relations liad re- 
nounced him. Sig^^or Beccheneda, a Cabinet Minister and 
Director of Police, had come to visit him in prison, and as« 
sured him that his matter could be easily arranged, if he 
wotüd only g^ve testimony against his co-accused, Poerio, 
on a certain point. On Carafa^ refusal, the Minister had 
taken leave of him with these words— " Very well, sir, you 
wish to destroy yourself— I leave you to yotir fate!** One 
night the unfortunate young man had fainted away, and in 
falling to the ground, had injured his right eye. He calied 
for help, but no one came to his assistance. It was whis- 
pered about that he was to be transferred to a critnmale, füll 
of most filthy vermin, and that his doom was irrevocablet 
After a month's imprisonment , under the combined in- 
fluence of moral torture and of feverish impatience to hear 
of his mother, his heart failed him, and he wrote aletter, 
wherein he deposed against some of his co-accused — wrote 
it at the Suggestion of the Judge Inquisitore in the house of 
the commandant of the Castle, under the eye of the Com- 
missary. He now retracts all he had written in that Ictter; 
nor does this public recantation sufifice to set his con- 
science at rest. He feels the desire and necessity of mak- 
ing further amends for his fault. He wishes to ask for for- 
giveness, which he now does, in the presence of the Judges 
and the public,— of his dear friends, pointing to theother 
prisoners. His voice thrills with an emotion that touches 
the heart of all present. 

So much for the fair and humane treatment of prisoners, 
accused of political offences, 6e/bre their trial. Now for a 
Single illustration of the humane manner they are dealt with 
during their trial. 

The Court has resumed its sittings, which had been 
suspended for a fortnight on account of the serious illness 
of one of the accused, Leipnecher, late a captain in the 
army. The President, Navarro, impatient to go on with the 
cause, had early that moming, ijth June, summoned the 
seven medical men attending Leipnecher, and made known 
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lo them that the Government had come to the determina- 
tion that the trial should go on at any rate. All herequired 
of them was an answer to one Single question: — Could 
Leipnecher be brought into Court without danger of im- 
mediate death? After having timidly stammered some ob- 
servationSy the doctors answered that Leipnecher had not 
any fever, and though certainly suffer ing from nervous Irrita- 
tion, this need not prevent his being present at the sitting, 
provided he was carried in a chair to the hall, and properly 
taken care of when there. The President then assumes his 
seat in Court, and, upon a sign from him, a sedan-chair, 
surrounded by numerous gendarmes, is brought into the 
hall; the prison attendants lift out of it a sick man, who is 
tttterly unable to support himself; they carry him in their 
arms like a child, and place him on a chair, arranging two 
pillows to support his head. The names of the prisoners 
are called over, Leipnecher's among the number, but he 
does not answer. He cannot — he hears nothing. At last, 
urged by his companions, who succeed in rousing him from 
his torpor, he exclaims, wandering in his mind, ''The 
physicians will not eure me!'* Pretending that these words 
are meant as an accusation against the medical men, the 
President, Navarro, desires them to be written down in the 
minutes, and decrees that Leipnecher shall be the first 
called up for examination. During the reading over of the 
notes of his previous answers before the Inquisitore and the 
Grand Criminal Court, the unfortunate man gives no other 
sign of life than some mechanical motions. The reading 
ended, the President asks the accused if he has any thing to 
add, retract, or modify. The prisoner utters no sound. 
The President desires Leipnecher's counsel to answer for 
his dient. This the counsel declines to do, alleging the 
character of the examination to be one entirely personal to 
the accused. Navarro insists on the counsel going close to 
his dient, communicating the questions, and transmitting to 
the Court whatever answers he may receive. The counsel, 
eyidently in great emotion, approaches Leipnecher, and im- 
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mediately perceives that it is impossible to attempt any^ 
oral communication with him. The poor creature's forc- 
head is covered with a cold sweat, and thepantingof in- 
ternal agony alone shows that he is not already a corpse« 
The Procurat er- General, Coming to the assistance of the 
puzzled President, observes that the physicians' report hav- 
ing been made early in the morning, fever might have 
come on since then, and suggests the expediency of having 
the medical men sent for to give their opinion agsün. In 
the meanwhile the cause can go on« After a considerable 
delay, two out of the seven physicians of the moming's 
report appear in the hall, accompanied by five stränge 
medical practitioners. They are swom, and, after examinr 
ing the patient, answer, "That he has fever, and that itis 
on the increase.** The Procurator- General wishes to know 
whether the sick man could not remain in Court for another 
hour without positive danger. The reply is, "That therc 
would be no instant danger, but that the State of the patient 
is such as not to allow of his remaining longer where he is 
without serious injury," Upon receiving this opinion, the 
President declares the sitting closed. This took place on 
the i7th of June 1850; on the 22d of the same month 
Leipnecher was dead. 

Let US now gather at random a few instances of the im- 
partiality of the Court, and of its religious respect for the 
liberty of defence. 

The subsidiary Charge against Poerio is, that he fought 
furiously at the barricades on the i5th of May 1848. He 
asked permission to prove, that during the wliole of that day 
he was detained by the duties of office at the Council of 
Ministers, whence he accompanied the actual Minister of 
War, Brigadier Carascosa, to his (Carascosa's) house. He 
proposed also to prove, by unexceptionable witnesses, and 
by a document of certain date, viz., a report against him- 
seif, all written in lervolino's band, that he, Poerio, knew 
lervolino to be a paid instigator at the tune when he (Poerio) 
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ifcras alleged to make lervolino his political cohfidant. The 
court refused both requests. 

Pironti is charged with having received, towards the end 
of October 1848, a letter füll of high treason, at his own 
residence, Vico Ecce Homo, No. 9. He demands to prove 
that he had not returned to Naples £rom Santa Maria of 
Capua before the 2d of November, and that it was not be- 
fore the 4th that he had taken up his residence in the house, 
where, according to the accusation, the letter had been 
given to him towards the end of October. He is ready to 
soake good his assertion by the testimony of those who 
xnoved his furniture, by that of his fellow-lodgers, and by 
fhat of his landlord, The Court rejects the demand. 

Bocchino, a grenadier in the Royal Guard, a witness for 
the prosecution against Cocozza^ is heard. Though he has 
been decorated by the Pope, Bocchino's moral character is 
none of the highest. It results from certificates, signed by 
the colonel of his regiment, that the witness has suffered 
punishment for various causes eleven times — for having 
left his post, for thefts, for Insubordination, and for at- 
tempted rape; he has been twice sentenced to be basti- 
nadoed, once to thirty, the second time to sixty blows. This 
man deposes to having taken a letter from Mazza to Co- 
cozza— both of them among the accused. He went to Co- 
cozza, gave the letter into his hands, heard nothing about 
revolutions or sects, and remembers nothing more. The 
President exhorts him to teil the whole truth, but Bocchino 
persists in saying that he knows nothing more. Then 
the President Orders the witness's long and circumstantial 
written declaration to be read. This Cocozza's counsel op- 
poses, and with great energy Claims the observance of the 
law. Navarro desires him not to Interrupt the Court, but 
to sit down. At this point Settembrini, boiling with indigna- 
tion, rises and asks to be reconducted to his prison. Since 
even this mere sham defence is to be thwarted, he will 
not, he says, legitimate by his presence such a continual 
trampling imder foot of all laws^ both human and divine« 
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Navarro growls some inartiailate words, and, mih. the snaii 
of a mastiff, Orders Settembrini to hold his tongae. Set- 
tembrini, however, replies with wannth. Navarro repeats 
his tbreats of having him punished for his temerity. All 
the accused rise to their feet with one accord. The genenl 
emotion is at its height. 

When calm is restored, Poerio gets up and says^ diat 
public discussion is the crudble in which truth is tried; 
through it all the facts gathered in the preparatory written 
processy whether incomplete, altered, or exaggerated, are 
re-integrated in their purity; through it all the spurious 
elements are eliminated. It is, therefore, lo^caUy indis- 
pensable that any witness called into a public court should 
himself relate and arrange the facts that are within his 
cognizance, and when his oral dedaration be not in the 
whole conformable with his written deposition, it is an ab- 
solute necessity that the witness's retractations, variatioos, 
reticencesy and hesitations— in a word, all the circumstances 
capable of affording a criterion of his sincerity, should be 
clearly registered. If witnesses were only brought forward 
to give a dry confirmation of their written dedaration, then 
the end and aim of the law would be missed, and public de- 
bates would amount to nothing more than to a faint rehearsal 
of previous private examinations. 

Cocozza's counsel quotes Articles 248, 249, and 251 of 
the Code of Penal Procedure, and submits to the Court that 
a witness called into a public court must give his oral 
testimony without assistance from his written one, that 
every addition, retractation, or modification of his former 
sayings, must be registered in the verbal process, and that 
only after this being done the President may refer him— if 
the President judge it opportune so to do— to his written 
dedaration. The public prosecutor opposes these demands 
as unfounded. The Grand Criminal Court retires, and after 
an hour retums with a deliberation, which, admitting that 
all the additions, retractations, and modifications, of wit- 
nesses, are to be exactly set down,, declares, at the same 
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time, that the President alone is the best judge of the op- 
portune application of the rule. The Court, in consequence 
rejects the demands. Thereupon the examination of the 
witness Bocchino is resumed, his written declaration is read 
over to him, and he repeats and confirms it, sentence by 
sentence. 

Malacame, — also a grenadier of the Guard, — another 
witness for the prosecution, deposes against two of the ac- 
cused) Cocozza and Brancaccio. Cocozza, rising, protests 
that he never saw the witness in his life, and desires that 
the witness should look at him and say whether he re- 
cognises him, Cocozza. President Navarro makes a sign to 
the witness to tum round, and asks him whether the one of 
the prisoners now Standing be Cocozza or not. The wit- 
ness ^ tuming round, and pointing to Cocozza, exclaims, 
•*That is the man.'' The other accused, Brancaccio, calls 
lipon the witness to identify him also, but uses the precau- 
tion of remaining seated. Navarro, before allowing the re- 
quest to be complied with, Orders Brancaccio to stand up. 
Upon which the latter observes, that if he stand up there is 
not the least doubt as to the witness singling him out from 
among his fellow-prisoners. Navarro replies that no one 
can be permitted to keep their seat while speaking in pre- 
sence of the Court, and that, therefore, he cannot admit the 
Identification unless the prisoner rises. 

Colanero, another grenadier and witness for the prosecu- 
tion, deposes to having spent a whole day with the accused 
Colombo. Mazza, one of the prisoners, rises, and, in behalf 
of Colombo, who remains seated, demands that the witness 
should identify Colombo's person. Navarro remarks to 
Mazza that he is not Colombo's mouthpiece, and that, if 
Colombo has any request to put forward, he must stand up 
himself. Mazza retorts, that if Colombo, who is to be 
identified, were to rise, how could any doubt exist as to the 
identity of his person? Colombo's counsel demands, on 
behalf of his dient, that the confrontation should take place 
without his dient's rising. The Procurator-General main^ 

Docior Antonio.. 24 
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taüns» that the witness having indicated the accused by his 
sumame and Christian name, to wit, Salvatore Colombo, 
the demand of the said prisoner's counsel could not be ad- 
mitted, since, according to the law, the act of confrontation 
was to take place only when the person was vaguely in- 
dicated. Poerio remarks that the opposite System had been 
acted upon on the preceding day,— t7Ü2e the case above 
quoted, — when a witness had designated Francesco Co- 
cozza by both his names, and yet the President had, never- 
theless» authorized his identification. The Grand Criminal 
Court iK'ithdraws, and, after an hour's deliberation, rejects 
the demand of Colombo's counsel. 

Now for the morality of some of the most important wit- 
nesses for the prosecution. 

Among them Stands conspicuous Mauro Colella, one of 

the witnesses against Poerio. It results from the deposition 

of a priest named Ming^ione, that this Mauro Colella, while 

at dinner, last year, in Easter week, at deponent's house, 

confided to him that a (Zenimzta— a false Charge — was being 

concocted against Imbriani's brother-in-law, explaining that 

he alluded to Carlo Poerio. Some time after that, Colella, 

who lives opposite to deponent Mingione, called to him from 

one of his Windows; and putting one band across the top of 

the middle finger of the other, — a significant gesture,— said 

to Mingione, "The bird is limed,'* (Vamico c'^ capiiato.) 

"Who?" asked Mingione; and Colella answered, "Poerio," 

adding, "I'H just come over and teil you all about it" In 

fact, hedid go toMingione's house, and after relatingPoerio's 

arrest, said that they had entangled that gentleman in such 

a net that he would infallibly lose his head. And on Min- 

gione's asking what could have induced him (Colella) to 

denounce Poerio on such false grounds, Colella replied that 

it was because Poerio had been a deputy and a defender of 

the nation, (sie,) and would kill everybody if not killed him- 

self; and also because he, Colella, had been promised for so 

doing a place in the police worth twelve ducats a month. 

These Statements of Priest Mingione, given on oath before 
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the Great Criminal Court, are confirmed and corroborated 
by the evidencc of Mingione's mother and sister. Colella, 
according to bis fed» di perquisizione, — a certificate referring 
to the judicial antecedents of a person is thus called, — has 
been prosecuted for thefts committed in bis convent, while 
he was a Friar, for peijuries, cheating at play, blasphemy, 
and he is now in prison under a Charge for violent rape. 

Francesco Paladino 9 — since dead, — witness for the pro- 
secution against Nisco, is noted in bis fede dt perquisizione for 
tbirty-two offences, — coining false money, forgery of bank- 
notesy cheating at play, extortions of money on false pre- 
tences, swindling, &c. 

Gennaro Fiorentino, another witness for the prosecution, 
comes in for eight charges of thefts, perjuries, and frauds. 

Antonio Marotta, witness against Priest Nardi, is noted 
in bis fede di perquisizione for false testimony, and perjury in 
a State prosecution against Canon Colamella, and is actually 
under Warrant of arrest from the Great Criminal Court of 
Potenza, in spite of which he remains free, This man is 
the vcry Brutus of informers. To denounce Priest Nardi> 
his cousin, was such a mere trifle for bim, that he had fol- 
lowed it up by the heroism of denouncing his own two 
brotbers. He glories in having done so, as it was in the 
King's Service. The fact is, that Marotta's two unfortunate 
broüiers, unable any longer to bear the disgrace brought on 
an bonourable family by his infamous conduct, had tumed 
him out of their house, and he, out of revenge, had become 
the accuser of his own blood. 

^Remains lervolino, the keystone of the accusation against 
Poerio, Settembrini, and Nisco. We will devote a separate 
chapter to the evidence of this consummate rascal, and to 
the various incidents to which it gave rise. They occupied 
the wbole of the fourteenth sitting of the Court, than which 
Hone gives a more comprehensive idea of the wbole pro- 
::eedings, none brings out in stronger relief the wickedness 
%nd gorundlessness of the accusation, the noble attitude of 
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the defence, the cool predetenmnation to condemn on tbe 
part of the judges.* 



CHAPTER XXVI. 

Continaation. 

The Phoenix of informers, the spoiled child of thePre- 
fecture of Police, a smartly attired, middle-sized, pale-look- 
ing man, upwards of thirty, is introduced. A long visagc, 
slightly pitted with the smail-pox, a pair of little unexpres- 
sive eyes, that seem to lobk nowhere, a low narrow forehead, 
make him anything but prepossessing. In he comes with an 
air of assumed innocence and timidity, highly creditable to 
his powers as an actor. lervolino is incontestably the one 
of all his worthy associates in infamy and degradation, who 
* best eams the meagre pittance of twelve ducats, or about 
^ two pounds a month, allowed him by the police. Unlikc 
Gennaro or Marotta, who declaim their calunmies, lervolino 
lets his drop from his ups modestly, hesitatingly, like one 
who recollects with difficulty; but once put on the right track 
by a frown or word from the President, he goes on coolly 
and methodically, but with decision and fluency. 

He deposes, that finding himself in great want, and with- 
out work, the goldsmith who usually employed him having 
none to give him, he went to Baron Poerio, then a Minister 
of the Crown, to procure from him what he calls un jwn« 
sicuro — a certainty of bread. Seeing that, in spite of the 
promises made him, there was no office forthcoming, hedrew 
the conclusion that his failure must be owing to his not be- 

* The particulars contained in this and the following chapterare abridgcd 
from a correspondence , published at the time by a moderate and ably con- 
ducted periodical of Turin, Üic Risorgimenio , the only newspaper, thatwe 
know of, which warmly took up the cause of conculcated innocence and 
humanity , and gave all the Publicity at its disposal to the prosecution against 
Poerio and consorts. The veracity of the correspondent, a conscientiotts eje« 
witness, may be relied on. • 
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longing to any sect; whereupon he urged Poerio toenrol \nra, 
the deponent, in the sect to which Poerio belonged« The 
^finister received his overtures with pleasure, and sent hun 
with Attanasio, a friend of Poerio, to Nisco, who, in his tum, 
sent him to Pädfico, at a caf6 situated near Santa Brigida. 
Pacifico introduced lervolino to a personnamed D'Ambrosio, 
who took him to his own house, and there initiated him into 
the sea of the ItaUan Unity. But of the oath and signs im- 
parted to him then and there, lervolino has no longer any 
recollection. hi this way he became intimate with Poerio, 
and knew all Poerio's üuniliar friends — Nisco, Attanasio, the 
Reverend Father Grillo, Cassinensis, and a jailer called the 
CarUmafo — ^all of them Sectarians. Poerio made him ac- 
quainted with Settembrini also, but of the latter's friends, 
he, deponent, knows nothing, as Settembrini never spoke of 
them to him* lervolino, moreover, went frequently toNisco's 
house, and saw those intimate there. Poerio and Settem- 
brini intrusted him with several afiairs, or commissions; 
thus, Settembrini gave him, for distribution, twenty printed 
copies of an invitation, or address to the public, not to 
smoke, or put into the lottery, or pay the taxes; and Poerio 
one day desired him to go and verify whether the flag in 
front of the royal palace was white or tricolor. Poerio told 
him also on another occasion, that the members of the Sect 
were to have medals whereby to recognise one another, and 
that many of these were being Struck; and that he, lervolino, 
should have a good number to distribute among his prose- 
lytes. Settembrini also told him that a movement was at 
band; that Garibaldi was expected, and asked him howmany 
associates, and what number of muskets, he could muster; 
and, on hearing that lervolino had five or six muskets, and 
thirty associates on whom he could depend, Settembrini 
showed great satisfaction. This was of course mere boasting, 
and only said by way of winning the confidence of the 
Sectarians; for lervolino, far from seeking to collect people 
to fight against the King, had repented having ever figured 
am<Hig his Majesty's enemies; and used, for two months 
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previous, to make bis report at the police-office» where he 
had also deposited four incendiary proclamations, handed 
to him by Settembrini some days before tbis latte^s arrest 
He recollects notbing eise. 

Tbc President bids him recall to mind bis written de- 
position, and exhorts him to teil the wbole trutb. lervolino 
declares that be bas said all he recollected, but that he is 
ready to ratify all he bas written, because it is the truth. 
lervolino's first declaration, subsequent ratification,delatioD| 
(denunzia,) and three secret reports, are then read. He can- 
not say what was the tenor of the oath he took, or what were 
the signs taught him, having forgotten botb. He recollects 
the signs being changed every now and then. He always 
received them from Settembrini, who was continually recom- 
mending him to mix among the men of the people (popolani) 
belonging to the Sect. Who these ^'men of tbe people'' 
were, he could not say, no one in particular was pointed out 
to him. To the question, "What rank he held in the Sect?" 
he answers that he was only a common member. But on 
being made to remark that bis reply is in contradiction with 
bis Statement on the subject in bis written declaration, he 
recollects that in fact he was promoted by Nisco to the rank 
of Unitarian. Questioned again as to the oath he took, all 
he remembers, he says, is, that the oath was for the Con- 
stitution. Questioned again if this was all, and if a change 
of the form of Government was not implied by the oath, he 
replies, that at first the oath was to support the Constitu- 
tion, but that afterwards,as he leamed from other associates, 
it aimed at the establishment of aRepublic. — (Here,as usual, 
when that longed-for word is pronounced, the President 
shows marked approbation and satisfaction.) lervolino does 
not recoUect the signs of recognition first imparted to him, 
but, among those communicated to him later by Settem- 
brini, he remembers the words,— "We are all children, the 
mother is Rome," and a sign, which consisted in touching 
the nose and the left eyelid with the index of the righthand. 
—(These are the signs given in the printed indictment.) He 
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was never present at any meeting of the Sect, nor does he 
know whether there ever were such meetings. 

Poerio's counsel demands the Insertion in the minutes of 
lervoHno's Statement, that the oath required of him was for 
the Constitution. Both the President and the public pro- 
secutor oppose the demand. The counsel insists on the 
point. Then the President asks lervolino again about the 
form of the oath, and lervolino repeats that the Constitution 
was swom to, but he heard it said that later they must come 
to a Republic; and in these terms the answer is registered 
in the minutes. 

The accused Poerio rises, and begs the President to ask 
lervolino whether all his secret reports to the police be in- 
serted in the process. The query is put, and answered in 
the affirmative by lervolino. 

"This man lies,^* rejoins Poerio; "for I here present to 
the Court a report entirely written in his band, and directed 
to a functionary of the police named Gennaro, — a report füll 
of the most disgusting calumnies against Settembrini and 
myself. I call on the delator (denunzkmte) to say if this 
report be his, and, in the case of his denying it, I demand 
that the identity of his handwriting may be legally ascer- 
tained.^^ 

Navarro expresses his astonishment at hearing that a 
written report against the accused Poerio should be in that 
person's hands. To which Poerio answers, ''I am not bound 
to say bow I obtained this document. It is a secret confilded 
to my honour, and one that will remain buried in my bosom 
as long as I live. The document is of use for my defence, 
and I here exhibit it on my owli responsibility, and in the 
exercise of a right bestowed on me by the law. This must 
suffice for your watchful justice, Mr. President, as well as to 
make you aware that, even in these most disastrous times, 
oppressed virtue has more friends than the wicked can be- 
lieve.'* 

lervolino is desired to examine the document. He comes 
forward with an imsteady step and blanched cheek, looks 
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at the paper, carefuDy scans the address, then says, **It 
ought to be directed to Don Gennaro Cioffi/' thus supply- 
ing the missing family name on the address, the paper hav- 
ing been tom away in that place. lervolino reads, and tums 
and retums it several times, then ^sdters out that he does 
not recoUect having written it, but thinks it is his. At last, 
aftcr being pressed by question on question, he says, "That 
paper is mine, but the address does not seem to me in my 
handwriting," The paper is read aloud by the Secretary. 

Poerio rises again and speaks. " Among the grounds of 
defence— |)o*iaV)m a discarico — that I submitted to the Court, 
there figured one, by which I propose to prove, that, so far 
back as the month of May 1849, I was perfectly aware that 
this man was a secret agent of that impious faction which is 
set upon ruining me, let it cost what it will. I then ofFered 
to show to the Court a report against me, written and signed 
by this man, and I requested that two highly honourable 
persons, and most excellent friends of mine, to whom I had 
given that nauseous paper to read as soon as it reached me, 
might be examined. But the Court thought proper to reject 
this particular request, together with the others I had made. 
When called up for examination I did not fail again most 
respectfully to urge the admission of my previously rejected 
grounds of defence, in particular of this last one. I was 
again refused; yet the Court, in its high wisdom and justice, 
reserved to me the right of asking for the hearing of the 
two witnesses indicated by me, whenever the use or necessity 
of their being heard should be made manifest in the course 
of the public debates. I demand that this right be now 
made good. If Divine justice has permitted me to be a 
target for the arrows of calumny, it has also brought forth 
from the womb of calumny itself the means of my justifica- 
tion. Ye, high priests of human justice, ye cannot gnidge 
me, ye will not take from me this benefit bestowed by Pro- 
vidence/' 

Poerio's counsel backs his client's demand with legal 
arguments. The public prosecutor opposes it. Poerio ris- 
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ingy saysy '^It is with a most grieved spirit that I am forced 
to remind the honourable magistrate, that when I iirst pro- 
duced this identical ground of defence, the public prosecutor 
Dpined for its admission. How, then, can the public pro- 
secutot now urge the rejection of that same posizione a cUs- 
carico which he admitted at a former period — urge its rejec- 
tion now that the document is proved authentic?'' 

The President here sharply admonishes the Speaker, and 
reminds him that he is not entitled to censure the Court. 
The Procurator-General was in the exercise of his right 
Mrhen he admitted, as now when he rejects, an identical 
l^round of discharge , for his opinions are always conscien- 
dous and conformable to law. 

The accused answers, "The Honourable Procurator- 
General cannot belie me when I State a positive fact, an un- 
deniable fact, when I show him to be in flagrant contradic- 
don with himself. This I do not assume to censure, for I 
know my duty, but I may be allowed to deplore it, for I 
know my right also, and how to exercise it, subject to and 
ander the control of your impartial justice." 

The Court reserves its deliberation on this point. 

The President asks Poerio if he has any remark to ofler 

tonching lervolino's declaration, and the accused answers 

thus: — "Most Honourable President, the denunzia (delation) 

is audaciously calumnious, and the very police judged it to 

be so. This wretch, urged on by spite, by misery, and 

wickedness, elaborates a false Charge, and presents it on 

the I9th April 1849. I^ is read at the police- office, and no 

heed is taken of it. lervolino renews his attack, and is not 

listened to. Not before the i6th of May, that is, after the 

lapse of nearly a month, is this informer called on to ratify 

lus affirmations. He is asked for corroborating witnesses ; 

\it has none. Commissary Maddaloni dismisses him, begins 

DO process, has no thought of arresting me; and this at the 

moment when the police unhesitatingly imprisoned, not only 

Üie pretended Chiefs, but even the simple pretended mem- 

bers of the pretended Sect. When I was arrested^ two 
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wretch's infamoos rcports. I shall only, with your leave, 
most honourable President, put some questions to him. 
Where had I first the honour of making his precious ac- 
quaintance? Was he introduced to me by any friend? Did 
he come alone or in Company?" 

lervolino replies that he sought Poerio, when he was 
secretary for the home-department, at his private housc, to 
present a petition to him. He was neither introduced nor 
recommended by any one. 

Poerio again:— "This man equivocates on one point. He 
did not come to my house, but to my office; however, this 
matters little. He asserts that he urged me, while I was a 
constitutional minister of the Crown, to enrol him in a cer- 
tain Sect. How did he know one of the King's ministers to 
be a Sectarian? How did he dare make a request to a high 
functionary of the State which might cost him dear?'* 

lervolino answers, that it was a fact publicly known that 
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Poerio was member of a Sect. He further recoUects now, 
that bis solicitations about entering tbe Sect did not take 
place immediately after bis introduction to Poerio, as per- 
baps appears from bis iirst delation, but at a later period, 
and wben Poerio was no longer minister; certainly not be- 
töre tbe i6tb May 1848. 

"But bow, tben, could Poerio, if out of office, be of use 
to tbe denunziantef^ 

Answer. — By recommending bim to tbe otber ministers. 

Poerio. — "Tbe denunziante afiirms tbat be was a daily 
^sitor at my bouse. Wbere did be wait? At tbe street door, 
in tbe ball, tbe antecbamber, or in my own room?'' 

Answer. — In tbe beginning, sometimes at tbe street door, 
or in tbe ball, or anteroom, but, as be became more intimate, 
be used to sit in Poerio's bedroom. 

Poerio. — "Sucb being tbe case, tbe deponent will cer- 
tainly be able to name some among tbe deputies, peers, 
magistrates, ministers, wbo bonoured me witb visits.^' 

Answer. — lervolino took no trouble to know tbe name of 
Poerio's visitors, excepting tbose of tbe four be wrote down 
in bis denumia. 

Poerio. — "But if be was accustomed to spend all bis 
momings in tbe ball, be must bave come to know some of 
tbe beads of tbe different bureaux wbo called daily for my 
sig^ture.'' 

Answer. — lervolino saw numbers of persons, but never 
made inquiries as to tbeir names. 

Tbe President asks tbe accused Nisco if be bas anytbing 
to say. Nisco answers, "I bave to observe, in tbe first place, 
that it seems stränge, to say tbe very least, tbat I sbould 
not once bave been examined as to tbis pretended Sect. I 
solemnly declared tbat I never was a Sectarian; a villain 
Starts up, and cbarges me, bebind my back, witb being so; 
of tbis beinous cbarge a mystery is made to me during tbe 
whole of tbe preparatory process, tbat is, during fourteen 
long montbs, and now I am suddenly required to answer, in 
a public Court, tbe vile calunmiator.'' 
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The President interrupts the accused, and warns Umnot 
to insult the witness, who is entitled to respect* 

Nisco rejoins« — ^'^This man is no witness, he is a dmm' 
tSanie^—tL delator. If you will not allow me to cail him • 
calunmiator, I shall odl him by his name, and that idUbe 
enough, nay, quite the same thing. I sludl say he is an 
lervolino; that name is the impersonation o£ all hnmsA 
wickedness. Well, this lervolino confesses himself aSeo* 
tarian, confesses having taken the oath to a Sect^ hatii^ 
dttring the course of a whole year, received and eificiited 
commissions connected with that Sect This man theiiy ii 
amenable to justice, and cannot be heard as a witness* Let 
lenrolino come up and take his place on these benche% let 
him stake his own head, and then his wonderful revdatioBS 
may be, I will not say credited, but listened to withooto^ 
fence to the law«" Here Nisco enters at length into detaüs 
and Statements in order to prove, that during Poerio's ad* 
ministrationy that is, from tiie 6th of March to the jd of 
April i848,heyNisco« was never inNaples, and, conaeqnendy, 
cannot, out of ph3rsical impossibility, have held any com- 
munication with lervolino, as asserted by the latter, in a 
place where he, Nisco, was not. "I know very well,'' con- 
tinues the accused, ^^that lervolino has retracted his fonner 
saying in one respect, and assumed just now that his solid- 
tations to Poerio to be enroUed in a Sect were made at a 
later period, and when Poerio was no longer in office. Bat 
when did this informer change his tactics? When the in- 
credibility of his first affirmation stared him and every one 
eise in the face. But lervolino's new declaration surpasses 
in absurdity, if possible, the old one. His object, he de- 
clares, was to be recommended by Poerio to some of the 
new ministers. To the ministers, forsooth, of the i6thMayl 
—that same administration to which Poerio, as a depu^Ti 
never ceased to ofifer from the tribune a loyal, consdentious, 
but unflinching Opposition." Nisco concludes by demanding 
to prove, by unexceptionable witnesses, the exactness of 
his allegations as to his alibi from Naples, at a time when 
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lervolino alleges to have held personal intercourse with him 
in the capitaL 

Settembriniy on being asked by the President if he has 
anything to say, rises and answers, "After the questions put 
to the infonner by my friend and co-accused Poerio, I have 
nothing to ask him with regard to myself. All I can say is, 
that I never knew lervolino before, and that I wish I had not 
known him now. That man is in the pay of the police, he 
receives twelve ducats per month, besides perquisites, de- 
pending on the Services he renders. See how he has deaned 
and furbished himself up; he looks anything but poor now. 
He coniided all this himself to his friends, Nicola Rubinacci, 
Luigi Mazzola, Ferdinando Lanzetta, and Giovanni Luigi 
Pellegrino ; these confidences he made on an occasion when 
Rubinacci, complaining to him of the hardness of the times, 
lervolino exhorted him to do as he did, and he would soon 
be out of want. I demand that the persons I have named 
may be heard as witnesses, and I hope the Court will grant 
me at least this request. I take this opportunity of remind- 
ing the Court that I stand here in a solitary and unpre- 
cedented position, namely, that I am the only one in this 
cause whose grounds of defence have been all rejected in a 
lump. If the necessity of hearing some witness in my behalf 
does not arise from this man's deposition, it will arise no 
more, for, with the exception of this Single denumiante, there 
is no other witness to the Charge against me in the public 
debates/' 

The Court prepares to withdraw. Poerio rises and re- 
quests to speak. Navarro looks much annoyed, and shows 
signs of impatience, but Poerio maintains his right, and 
Claims from the well-known "justice of the President the füll 
exercise of the liberty of defence.'' After some hesitation, 
the President, who had already risen, sits down again, and 
the accused speaks as foUows : — 

"Gentlemen, — In the interest of my defence I feel called 
upon to submit to you a few demands, which naturally arise 
£rom the declaration of the delator. lervolino has acknow* 
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ledged as his own the infamous document I presented to 
the Court, but, unable to divest himself entirely of the sad 
habit of lying, has pretended to doubt whether the address 
was in his own handwriting. This doubt ought to be re- 
moved, and I therefore request the Court to appoint some 
persons skilled in such matters, and to commit to them the 
care of legally ascertaining whether or not the handwriting 
of that paper be the same with that of the address on the 
Cover. lervolino denies that, towards the end of May 1849) 
— the time at which I leamed that he was a paid spy and 
informer, — I ordered him out of my house; he even asscrts 
that he continued to frequent it at a posterior date. I affirm, 
on the contrary, that precisely at that same date I read the 
nauseous paper I have exhibited here to two honourable 
friends of mine, and that in their presence I forbade himmy 
house. It is the examination of these two witnesses I now 
demand, the necessity of their testimony having arisen from 
the public debates. I must also urge the admission of two 
other demands, of which I leave you in your wisdom to 
weigh the strict legality and high importance." 

The President interrupts the accused , reminds him that 
lervolino's deposition alone has already taken up six hours, 
and desires him to be short, and leave out useless things. 

Poerio answers, — "It certainly is no fault ofmine if lervo- 
lino's complicated falsehoods have lengthened this discus- 
sion. As to the method of my defence, and the choiceof 
my arguments, I beg to be allowed to follow the dictates of 
my judgment, and nevertheless to anticipate that benevolent 
attention which your noble eagerness after truth, most 
honourable President, and never-failing respect for the 
liberty of defence, (Navarro winces and fidgets on his seatj 
secure beforehand to a man in my Situation. When the 
Court rejected my grounds'of defence, it left me the right 
of asking for the hearing of the witnesses produced in Sup- 
port of those same rejected grounds, whensoever the ne- 
cessity or expediency of their being heard should arise in 
the public trial. Of that right allow me now to make use* 
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When the Court rejected my special demand for the rein- 
tegration in the process of a document relating to a 
pretended letter of the Marquis Dragonetti , the Court re- 
served to mc the right of orally repeating the deductions 
contained in the unproduced document. Let me now bene- 
fit by that reservation, to show you the pertinency of a last 
request of roine/' 

Navarro observes to the accused, that these means have 
been already amply developed in his printed defence, and 
that their repetition will only cause a useless loss of time to 
the Court. 

Poerio. — "The time you devote to the hearing of the de- 
fence, is time put to its noblest purpose; norwill you regret 
it, honourable President, if it serves to satisfy you of my 
innocence, and of the wicked animosity of my enemies. 
Gentlemen, in my grounds of defence, I have appealed to 
the testimony of eminent persons, Cardinais, Ambassadors, 
Ministers, (Generals, &c. I have called on them to depose, 
both to my opinions and my acts as a public man. This 
lervolino, a man who has seid his soul to the faction bent 
on my destruction, — this type of all vice dares, with the 
most insensate and vilest calumnies, to sully five-and-forty 
years of a modest but fearless and virtuous life. Can you, 
after listening to him, deny me the means of justification? 
If the list of witnesses 1 have produced be too long, curtail 
it in your wisdom, but do not reject them all on the plea of 
their being many. Do not thus deprive me of the means of 
vindicating that which is most vital to me, — I mean my 
honour. 

"And now I come to my last request. On the 24th July 
1849, six days after my arrest, I was summoned, for the iirst 
time, to the presence of the Commissary Inquisitor, and 
desired to open a sealed letter forwarded through the post 
to my address, and which was attributed to the Marquis 
Dragonetti. No sooner had I cast my eyes on it, than I per- 
ceived at once the vile imitation of Dragonetti's handwriting. 
Tbere were among my sequestrated papers some of Drago- 
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netti's gcmnne letters wlucii I prodaced. Tlie G)mmissary 

Inquisitor and bis attendants compared them with the one 

they had just given me, and, even to tiieir eyes, the forgery 

stood coniessed. Nor did I rest contented with this material 

proof of the calumny, but I went on to corroborate it by the 

demonstration of a moral impossibility. How could Drago- 

netti, one of the purest and most elegant writers in Italy, he 

whose letters were modeis of polished style — bow could he 

have penned a paper fiill of gross blunders, not only of 

grammar, but of spelling? How could a man in Dragonetti's 

affluent drcumstances, with a large drcle of relations, 

friends, and acquaintances at bis Service, be supposed to 

have employed the post in so treasonable a matter, — he who 

had always forwarded bis letters on the most indifferent sub- 

jects by a private handt How could it be possible, that a 

man of mature age, and brought up in the school of mis- 

fortune, should ever dream of writing openly in bis own 

band, without a shadow of disguise, a letter which must send 

bim to the scaffold, authenticating it with bis signature, and 

the title of Marquis to boot? 

"These, and suchlike unanswerable arguments, as I 

immediately set forth and indited, were entered on a minute, 

which was drawn up at the time; but this minute does not 

figure among the documents of the present process, and has 

been kept back from malignant motives. The forged letter 

was to inform me that Mazzini, one of the triumvirs at Rome, 

gave me a rendezvous at Malta; it spoke of a universal rising 

throughout Italy being at band; it alluded to a corre- 

spondence of Lord Palmerston, engaging the people of this 

country to prociaim a republic, and offering assistance of 

everykind; (all eyes here turn towards the representative 

of Great Britain, Sir William Temple, Lord Palmerston's 

brother, who is present in the gallery with the Princes 

Colonna;) finally, that stupid paper announced the imminent 

arrival of Garibaldi. I formally demand that the missing 

minute be reinstated among the documents of the cause; 

and I have no doubt but that you will comply with my 
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demand, for the condemnation of the innocent is a public 
calamity, and, to remove any such danger, you must con- 
cede to me the free use of all such means as tend to establish 
my being the victim of dark and calumnious machinations. 
And please to remark, that the entry of Garibaldi is spoken 
of in lervoiino's denumia against me of the 20th May 1849; 
that the entry of Garibaldi was mentioned by the witnesses 
of Pomigliano examined in the preparatory process; and 
that the entry of Garibaldi is touched upon by the author of 
the forged letter, attributed to Dragonetti. Here, then, you 
have the watchword of my persecutors, — here, then, you 
have the thread to unravel the web woven for my destruc- 
tion. Gentlemen of the Court, I adjure you to let light shine 
in upon you, Surely you will not, by shutting your eyes, 
wilfully remain in darkness.'' 

The Grand Criminal Court withdraws to deliberate; and 
comes back two hours afterwards with a decision to the 
foUowing effect: — Of the demands of the accused Nisco, the 
Court admits, by a majority of six votes to two, the one 
relating to the proof of his sojoum at San Giorgio by means 
of witnesses, — rejects the proof, through witnesses, of the 
precise epoch of his joumey to and from Rome, reserving 
to the accused the right of establishing the date by the ex- 
hibition of his passport. 

Settembrini's request to prove lervolino to be a paid 
agent of the police, by oral evidence, the Court rejects — re- 
serves the right to the accused of proving his assertion by 
documents. 

All Poerio's demands are rejected in a lump. 



This trial lasted eight months, from June 1850 up to Ja- 
nuary (inclusive) of 1851. Procurator Angelillo's speech in 
Support of the accusation took up three days. The advocates 
on the side of the defence fought like lions for their clients, 
but with little success. Out of forty-two accused, reduced 
to forty-one by the dcath of Leipnecher, eight were ac- 

Doct^ Antonie, 1^ 
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qttittedy thirty-three condemned; (warecord öniydieserere 
sentences;) three, among whom Settembrini » to deafli; tiro 
to the galleys ; three to thirty-fi ve yean of irons ; on^ Nlscoi 
to thxrty years of irons; thr^ Poerio, Pironti, aad Romeo, 
to four-and-twenty years of irons; one to tirenty yean of 
irons; eight to nineteen years of irons* 

As one of the names induded in this last caU^^ory feÜ 
from the lips of the Clerk of the Court^ a shriek caine from 
the reserved gallery-seats, aAd a great btistle ensned« At 
the same instant one of the prisoners, a tall^ commandtiig 
fignre, ghastly pale» rose and stretched both hands töwards 
the gallery. It was whispered among the crowd Üiafc a lady, 
the veiled lady who had not missed a sqigle sitting of the 
Court— some said the sister» some Ihe wife of tiie prisoner 
who had stood up— some an English lady, whose üfe he liad 
saved, had fainted, and been am^ed away by her firiends» 



CHAPTER XXVIL 

Ischia. 

This last Chapter finds all the prominent characters of 
our Story (excepting Sir John, who is still confined by his 
gout at Davenne) in the Isla of Ischia. 

Doctor Antonio, in the dress ofa common felon, drags 
his heavy chains in yonder frowning Castle. 

Lady Cleverton, ever since last February, has beenre- 
siding in one of the best situated and most beautifiil villas 
of the island. Owing to ill health her habits are extremely 
secluded, and she generally leaves it to her cousin, the at- 
tach6, and her companion, a lady of most agreeable man- 
ners, to do the honours of her splendid mansion to the dis- 
tinguished visitors, who flock from Naples and the adjacent 
Islands to admire Lady Cleverton's beautifol yacht. Her 
ladysbip's physicians, it is said, have advised her to live as 
much as possible at sea, and, to enable her to conformto 
their advice, this paragon of yachts has beoQ Sent from Eng- 
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land. The Peraeverante — thus has Lady Cleverton christened 
her fairy vessel— is better known for twenty miles around 
than any of his Neapolitan Majesty's ships — goes in and out 
of the neighbouring little bays at all hours of the day or 
night — is Seen tacking and cruising along the coast, without 
ever disturbing the siesta of custom-house officer or coast- 
guard; — the Perseverante, in short, is quite at hoihe in these 
waters of the lovely gulf of Naples. 

Speranza, it is scarcely necessary to say, is by the side 
of her dear mistress. 

Battista has given up his inn and his epaulettes to come 
and settle as a fisherman at Ischia, where he lives in a poor 
quarter of the town dose to the port. He brings , almost 
daily, to Lady Cleverton's viUa, large loads of fish, which 
are always received by Speranza. As nobody in the house 
understands Battista's patois but Speranza, it is she who 
makes the bargains; but in all other respects she treats him 
like a perfect stranger, as indeed do Hutchins and the Eng- 
lish man-servant, the only members of the household who 
have known him beföre. Battista's custom in the town is 
not large. Save now and then some chance purchaser, it 
appears limited to a thin elderly man in a shabby suit of 
black, undoubtedly an inmate of the Castle, as he is invari- 
ably Seen to pass the bridge that joins the Castle to the 
island^ when he comes, which he regularly does every 
second day, to buy his provision of fish at Battista's house. 
Battista shows great attention to his Single customer, terms 
him "his dear Doctor," — a diploma of Battista's own con- 
ferring,*-has a glass of lachryma Christi always ready for 
him, — loads him with fish, and with mysterious little bundles 
into the bargain, which last the vbitor twists, with the ut- 
most care, round his body under his clbthes. These bundles 
are skeins of strong silk, carefully prepared by Lady Clever- 
ton and Speranza. One hour would be sufficient to loop 
hundreds of these skeins into one another, and make them 
into a solid rope or chain, by which a person might descend 
from any height. 

25» 
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Well, we are in the month of May, — that fetal month of 
May I The night is as dark as lovers and smugglers could 
wish, and the black outlines of yonder towering Castle are 
scarcely discemible on the gloomy backgpround of an over- 
cast sky. A boat, in whicb are the attach^ and Battista, ad- 
vances cautiously with muffled oars to the foot of the huge 
pile, and takes up its Station just where the rock plunges 
perpendicularly into the sea. A short mile off the little har- 
bour of Ischia, the Perseverante lies at anchor. In a cabin 
on the deck are Lady Cleverton and Speranza^ mute as 
shadows. Their anxiety is too great for utterance. Speranza 
on her knees by the side of her beloved mistress, bathes her 
temples. Lucy's life hangs on the issue of this hour. 

Every clock of the town strikes twelve — the two women 
in the yacht strain their eyes in the direction of the fortress 
— the two men in the boat strain their eyes upwards — not a 
stir — not a sound. Another hour — an age — is gone, and the 
same dead stillness prevails. What can this delay portendT 
Midnight was the hour appointed ; the filing of the prisoner's 
chains, and the iron-bars of the window, through which he 
must make his escape, was only to occupy twenty minutes. 
Could it be that a discovery had taken place? But if so, 
some alarm would have been given, muskets fired, voices 
heard,— at least lights would have been seen, — and every- 
thing remains as still and dark as death. Or could it be, 
that, at the decisive moment, face to face with the abyss 
below, the captive's courage had failed him? Three years 
of physical and mental torture, as practised in Neapolitan 
jails, had been known to unman hearts as noble and fearless 
as Antonio's. 

While on board the yacht, and in the boat, such conjec- 
tures were being discussed in thrilling whispers, the vast 
mass of the Castle was becoming every moment more dis- 
tinct against the gradually whitening horizon. Another ten 
minutes, and it would be too late for the boat to withdraw 
without arousing suspicion, so the attach6 and Battista took 
once more to their oars, and, cautiously leaving their 
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perüous Situation, made for the yacht; and in a little more 
than an hour afterwards, a sedan-chair deposited Lady 
Cleverton in the hall of her villa. Battista by this time was 
pacing up and down his poor dweliing, near the port, wait- 
mg, with the keenest impatience, for the hour that should 
bring his mysterious customer from the Castle, and with him 
the Solution of last night's riddle. 

He came at last, and with such intelligence as sent his 
eager listener reeling back like a drunken man. Battista 
flew to the villa, and was immediately ushered by the terri- 
fied Speranza into Lady Cleverton's presence. "He won't 
come out!'^ groaned the poor fellow, tearing his hairand 
biting his hands; ''he won't come out!'' Such was the fact. 
Antonio had refused to escape, and last night's failure was 
his own doing. 

''This is downright madness!" exclaimed the attach^. 
The glance that passed at these words between Lucy and 
Speranza was füll of a new terror. At this instant Battista 
handed to Lady Cleverton a dirty scrap of paper. O joy ! it 
was from him, though it could scarcely be said to be in his 
handwriting. The letters were formed by little holes pierced 
in the paper. These few words^ traced in complete dark- 
ness, had cost the writer a whole night's labour. The Con- 
tents were as follows: — 

"There are five here besides myself, all noble fellows, 
the least of them worth ten of me. I cannot desert them. 
You cannot save us all; leave me to my fate. Providence 
has assigned me my place among the sufferers. Perhaps our 
trials will be reckoned to our country. Pray that it may be 
so. Pray for Italy. Godblessyoul YourownA— ." 

Lucy buried her face in her hands, and hot tears trickled 
through her fingers, The other three were scarcely less 
moved. 

"We will save them all," cried she suddenly, raising her 
head with the look of one inspired. 

''We will, so help us God!'' said the attach^ and Spe- 
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nmau Battisto' süd ^lothiiig, bat Mtdup U» hftad in 
solemn attestation» 

In the aftemoon Baron Blitraglia called cm Lady Qever- 
töiu She had met him ^t the Court assemblies. Far too 
important a personage was this baron, general, cbamberlün 
— '^three great men rolled into one,*' ftr too high in the 
King's ÜEivour was this grand-cross of innumerable Orders to 
be demed admittance» The conversation oould not be other-: 
wise than desultory, the Court, the weather, the fine pro» 
specty I^dy Qeverton's beautifiil yacht which the baron had 
admired at a distance»— Would he like to go on boardt 
The baron regretted very mach he coidd not aväil himself 
at this moment of her ladyship's kind invitation; the hd 
was he had come to Ischia on offidal business, and must re- 
tum at once to Naples, He had not come, hop^ I«ady 
Geverton 9 with a forced laugh, to pnt Ischia in a State of 
siege? The ''offidal business'' had rather startled her. 

''I could ahnest wish I had/' retorted the baron, with a 
chuckle, '^were it only to make sure that you do not give 
US the slip one of these days." There was a twinkle in his 
grey eye as he said this^ quite inexplicable to his listener. 
"My present mission,'* continued the baron, gjravely — "I 
may confide it to a lady of your discretion — relates to some 
political prisoners — I daresay you had no idea of having 
such neighbours — who are detained in yonder Castle;'' and 
he pointed with his finger to the huge fortress, which wa^ 
distinctiy visible from the sofa on which he was sitting. 

"Indeedi'^ was all Lady Cleverton could say, as a cloud 
passed before her eyes. 

''Yes; information reached his Majesty's Government 
but a few days ago that underhand practices had been carry- 
ing on for söme time in this island, — something like a plot 
for the escape of the prisoners I was speaking of. Do not 
lock alarmed, milady, there is no fear of such dangerous 
characters being again let loose on society. His RoyaJ 
Highness Prince Luigi, who, as admiral of the kingdom, 
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has Charge öf this island, Sent me here to inquire into the 
matter. Nothing worth mentioning, after all; mere child's 
play. However, I thought it best, chiefly in the interest 
of the prisoners themselvesy to order their unmediate re- 
möval." 

Lady Cleverton had listened to this disclosure with the 
feelings of a criminalwith his head on the block; but she 
commanded sufficient extemal calmness to ask, in a careless 
way, "And where are you going to send them?'* 

"That is my secret, milady," returned the baron, with a 
smile as sharp as the point of a dagger; **that is my secret," 
and away he went. 

When Speranza, shortly after, came to her mistress, she 
found her in a swoon. This unhappily, was no uncommon 
occurrence; for many months past Lady Cleverton had been 
subject to fainting fits. 'Ut was that horrible man/' she 
whispered, "I will teil you by and by; I cannot think just 
now, I feel so sleepy.'^ Speranza laid her down on the sofa 
to sleep. Lucy lay very quietly, Now and then some 
broken words, evidently connected with a dream, would pass 
her lips; some one she had long expected was Coming, and 
she must have her blue gown. Once she tried the first notes 
of an air, which Speranza took up, and hummed gently. It 
was the first Sicilian song Antonio had taught Lucy. The 
silence after this was unbroken for hours. 

The day was on the wane. Speranza, who had scarcely 
dared to breathe for fear of disturbing the sleeper, began to 
be scared, she knew not why, by the stillness around. Unable 
to stand it any longer, she went on tiptoe to her mistress, 
and leaned over her. Ther^ wat a change in the fair face 
which Struck Speranza. She called her by name — no an- 
swer; she took one of Lucy's hands — it was cold. Lucy had 
ceased to suffer. 

She looked like a sleeping child. The angel of death 
had smoothed away the premature lines about her eyes and 
mouth. Her lips werc slightly parted with a smile. She 
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lay with her head turned towards the Castle. Her last look 
had been for Antonio. 



Sir John could not stand the shock of the £atal news; he 
lingered on for some months, then died. 

The young attachd solicited and obtained a change of 
residence. Naples had become unbearable to him. 

Battista's mysterious customer was never seen or heard 
of more. 

Battista and Speranza went back to their own country, 
and bought a fine country house near Nice, where they live 
to this day in affluent circumstances; Lady Cleverton, who 
must have had a presentiment of her approaching end, hav- 
ing bequeathed Speranza a large sum of money. Hut the 
loss of their benefactress, and the hopeless doom of Doctor 
Antonio 9 cast a gloom over their lives. Speranza's looks 
are sadly altered; her hair is all grey. 

Captaln, now Sir Aubrey Davennc, made a rieh marriage, 
and never went back to India. He has been for the last few 
years one of the most respected members of the House of 
Commons, where he seldom speaks but on what has become 
his speciality, — religious and philanthropic subjects, The 
Peace Society counts him as one of its most infiuential and 
zealous promoters. 

Doctor Antonio still suffers, V^^Y^f ^^^ hopes for his 
country.. 



THE END. 
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